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«Of the six American Cham- 
pagnes exhibited at the 
Paris Exposition of 1900, 
the GREAT WESTERN 
was the only one 
that received a 
GOLD MEDAL.” 
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“GREAT WESTERN 
CHAMPAGNE is the 
banquet wine par ex- 
cellence. It is the favor- 
ite in the homes where 
the choicest of every- 
thing is demanded.” 








Sold by all respectable wine dealers 


PLEASANT VALLEY WINE Co. 











The Most Popular Train 
New York and Chicago 
LAKE SHORE LIMITED 





You leave New York by the New York Centra! 
at 5:30 p. m., and arrive Chicago at 4:00 o’clock 
the next afternoon. 

You leave Chicago at 5:30 p. m. by the Lake 
Shore, and arrive New York at 5:30 next afternoon, 
in ample time to dress and go to the opera or theater. 


A copy of No. 5 of the ‘‘ Four-Track Series,"’ ‘‘ America’s 
Winter Resorts,’’ will be sent free to any address on receipt 
of a two-cent stamp by George H. Daniels, General Passen 
ger Agent, New York Central & Hudson River Railroad, 
Grand Central Station, New York. 























RHEIMS, N. Y. } 


BUNNER’S 
Short Stories 


SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and 
conditions of readers 
— Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


The Runaway Brewns 


Will bring more than one hearty 
laugh even from those unused to 


smile.—N., P. @ S. Bulletin. 
° 
Made in France 

Though the creations are de 
Maupassant’s the style is Bun- 
ner’s, and we are well acquainted 
with that quaint hum ind orig- 
inality. — Detroit Free /ress 


More Short Sixes 


You smile over their delicious 


absurdities, perhaps it never 
roar because they at awfully 
funny.’’— Boston Tim 
The Suburban Sage 
Mr. Bunner in the | sent vol- 


ume writes in his most happy 
mood. — Boston Times 


Five Volumes, in paper, - $2.50 
3 in Cloth. - 5.00 
or separately as follows: 
Per Volume, in Paper, - - $0.50 
" in Cloth, -- 1.00 


For sale by all Bocksellers, 


or by mail from the 
yf Publishers on receipt 
- . nN 2 of price. 
» Address: 
PUCK, New York. 
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Pears’ Soap beautifies the complexion, keeps the hands 
white and imparts a constant bloom of freshness to the skin. 


All Rights Secured 


Pears’ Annual for 1905 with 117 illustrations and three large Presentation Plates. The best Annual published—without any doubt. 
However, judge for yourself. Agent: The International News Company. 
















with the 
Christmas aie 
Toast Spirit 


A Club Cocktail 


8 as Bier aiit and stimulating as a pretty girl. It is not only the best 
© Cocktail but the most delightful drink in the world. More perfect 

in its delicate flavor, in the quality of its ingredients, and its scientific 

lending and ageing than any made by guesswork cocktail possibly 

an be. CLUB COCKTAILS are the necessary accompaniment to 
"A Merry Christmas and to the whole Happy New Year. Seven 
“ Warieties—each one a delight—of good dealers everywhere. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. ; 
HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 


o> ' 

















BOUND VOLUMES 
OF PUCK 


Make a Handsome Addition to any 
Library . . 















1904, COMPLETE, BOUND IN TWO VOLUMES 
CLOTH, $7.50. IN HALF MOROCCO, $9.00... 








We also bind subscribers’ copies, in Cloth, at $1.25, or, in Half 
Morocco, at $2.00 per Volume 














ADDRESS: PUCK, NEW YORK 











LOGIC. 
H™ RUMPH !” said good old Par- 
son Bagster, in the midst of a 
|recent sermon. ‘Muh friends, when 
| de prognostic and de in-fiddle ’sails yo’, 
answer him wid logic—give ’em de 
word wid de bark on! Don’t hum- 
haw around and ’pologize for-de faith 
dat am in yo’, but th’ow de harpoon 
of de p’inted troof into ’em:plump up 
to de han’le! Des de yudder day, 
when I was uh-’spostulatin’ on de caw- 
ner by de post-office ’bout de Chil’ren of 
Izrul uh-crossin’ de Red’ Sea dry shod 
while de ’Gyptshuns drownded when dey 
tried to foller, I’splained de pheenomi- 
nation. by sayin’ dat de Child’en, bein’ 
| ’dustrious folks, got up in de cool of de mawnin’ 
| befo’ breakfast and crossed.on de ice, while de 
plague-taked lazy’Gyptshuns waited twell atter 
noon, and what’ wid. de weight of. deir pussonali- 
ties and deir dinners, dey all boolged th’oo de ice 
and was drownded slicker.dan a whistle; well-uh, A “BOSTON BULL.” 
and. up steps a prognostic, one of dese yuh young 
yaller niggers wid dess enough education to make ’em cunnin’ —he buitted into 
de agitation, he did, and ‘lowed, in a pompous sawt o’ way, dat de Red Se, 
was located so close to de Equator dat no ice never froze dar. 

“¢Well-uh, young Mister Belcher—lI heahs dat dat ’s yo’ name, sali!’ 
says I, right sharp and snappish.. ‘ Well-uh, young Mister Belcher, y ” forgi 
to organize one ’pawtant p’int.in yo’ specification, and dat, muh young an 
indigenous friend, am de fact.dat dat ’ar circumstance done happer ed ie 
befo’ de. Equator was invented. And I darfo’ politely invites yo’ to git of 
whuh ‘yo’. got on at!’ 

“And.yo’ awtuh yeahed de bruddren chuckle! Dat’s it, muh people; 
'when dey ’sails yo’ wid ‘deir skeptualities give ’em logic— and give it to ‘em 
_fum de shoulder!” Tom # 

















. Morgan. 





LIKE SOME OTHERS. 


H* feared appendicitis, and he.worried night and day; 
Each‘ pain that he imagined:made-him faint; 
Most frightful. operations on poor men that doctors slay 
I language full of horror he-would paint. 


At length he felt a-griping. ‘*Oh!’’ he-moaned, ‘‘I have it now; 
For nothing else could. mean this frightful pain !”’ 

The surgeon came, and looked, and said: ‘‘1I’ll open up his brow, 
He has appendicitis on the brain.” G2. Z. 








PLENTY FOR ALL. 
CLERICAL STRANGER.— Is there a large field here for evangelical 
work ? 


NATIVE.— Wal, yes —thar~’s forty acres at the ‘“*town-farm’”’ an 











only two ministers stopping thar! 
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50 YEARS 


Unprecedented Popularity 


= 








S TODAY THE UNIVER- 

SAL FAVORITE AND THE 

BEST SELLING WHISKEY 
IN THE WORLD 
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tted into 
Red Sea 
sah!’ 
0 forgits 
ung and 
ned long 
O git off THE SIMPLE GARMENT. 
Hr.— What makes vou wish for a cold snap in Lent? 
1 people: F . . , 
7. pe; SHE.—So I can wear my sack-cloth sable lined and trimmed 
it to ‘em ; 
organ, — mnie acu =v 
THE CHRISTMAS TINGLE. 
—_— AS a final glow and sparkle 
BALTIMORE RYE Fill the year’s decaying ember, 
BOTTLED BY ait in cities fi ail 
WM LANAHAN & SON And the wintry forces gather 
BALTIMORE On the snowfields of December, 
With a beating of the sleighbells 
| In a more exultant jingle, 
Comes a quiver of our pulses, 
Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. Comes the merry Christmas tingle. 
WM. LANAILAN & SON, Baltimore, Md . 
| panes ;, ‘ . yt) 
WYYXYXXXEXEXEXEKLEKELEKEKS: | “VOW 4 Bay, mysterious meaning orree= rimmed 
; eet jnuenieniliy Lies upon the happy faces, 
HOW IT STRUCK TOMMY. And the atmosphere of giving TREE. 
™ oie = " ‘ S a Cle as a brand-ne as ing 
ps 1Y-SCHOOL ‘TEACHER. — Can Quickens all the kindly graces. ne Foye bd Syd ggg paunaniens 
. - . The idea is to use the pretty red and green 10c. 
anv pupil tell me wlio are the With the sordid and the prosy size packagesof Mackintooh’s Todfes, insted 
5 , , — of the old-fashioned cornucopias and bags of candy. 
heathen : Sudden gleams of beauty mingle, Looks much better — just the right colors—very 
’ tom . inexpensive — and, best of all, Mackintosh’s 
Jimuiy.—Yes’m, I can! The heathen And the inner haunts of mammon Toffee is the ideal candy for Christmas — or 
. 9 7 ae . any other time you want candy that is deli- 
are pe: ple that don’t quarrel about Feel the blessed Christmas tingle. cious, inexpensive and not injurious. 
religion Appropriate for Sunday-schools, 
Ig Hospitals and other large ** public’ 
Unexpected bits of laughter poe ter ap a me io 
Mi PA P osn's otltee 1@ Tamous Lng- 
HIS PARADOXICAL POSITION. Bubble up from hidden corners, lish candy —is like the good old-fashioned 
f : ii P . ae “taffy” grandmother made in days gone by. 
Ly x Uncle Totterly is very fond Plums of jolly cheer are waiting Its superiority over every other candy is 
> F J d : due to its purity and delicious taste. It’s 
of boasting of the great things For a myriad Jack Horners. pores. cove tee cebaren afl Chey want. 
7 , ; ney can’t overindulge or get sick, 
he ace mplished when he was young, | In the shop and on the highway A 4-lb. tin of 






isn’t he ?” | And around the happy ingle 
- “Ves, he always has his past before Not a shade of black moroseness, 
him.” 


Everywhere the Christmas tingle. 











Sa ik 


: ~ 2) Soon, too soon, the season passes, 
Ti WHIT a Q AS: & And the fogs of living cover 











With a gray of dull existence 





es J é Wife and husband, friend and lover. 
Glye rine Soa Di “ Let us find a merrier fashion, 


Some perpetual Kriss Kringle, 











Teaching Time's despondent pulses 





An unending Christmas tingle! 
Amos R. Melts 








WOULD HELP SOME. 
a (oy patent medicine com- 


pany ).— Sales of Boozina are 
dropping off, my boy. You'll have to 
think up something to turn the tide. 
| ADVERTISING MANAGER (affer a 
quick think).—By George! We'll 





































Bond!” 
JUST SO. 
ts perfomels unequaled ane tha transparency is ocigs | pars what is oratory?” 
Send 15e in stamps for full size sample cake. A 7 
.. FRRD, MULHENS, Cologne o/R, Germany * Picturesque, flambuoyant, sono- 


at j 
LHENS & KROPFF, 298 Broadway, New York rous lying, my son.” 


advertise it as being “Bottled in, 


| 
| 
| 
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Mackintosh’s Toffee 


contains 16 quarter-pound packages— 
sufficient to dress a good-sized tree. All 
dealers sell the 4-1b. tins, or 10c. packages. 
lf yours does not, send us his name and 
$1.40, and we will see that you are 
supplied, | 
My face is on every box and package 
— or it isn’t the genuine. 


JOHN MACKINTOSH, 
Dept.25, 78 Hudson St., N. Y. 


I an 
John Mackintosh 
the Tofiee King 


Ask your dealer for MACKINTOSH’S TOFFEE. If he has not got it in stock fill out order blank 
like form below and we will see that you are supplied. 


JOHN MACKINTOSH, Dept. 25, 78 Hudson Street, New York. 
Enclosed please find $1.60, for which send me one four-pound tin of Mackintosh’s Toffee. 
Name : ...---- Street or P. O. Address 


City 


My Dealer’s Name 
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*¢ Without exception the best Toilet Perfume made” 
THE CENUINE 


MURRAY @ LANMAN’S 
FLORIDA WATER 


An acceptable Gift at all Seasons, but especially 
appropriate as a Christmas Box. 
Re sure you get the genuine Murray & Lanman’s. 
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Can be chosen as your g-_ he 
daily beverage with 
every assurance that its 
use conserves good 
health, good appetite 

and good living, for 
| it represents the 

highest attainment 

of purity in brewing 


HIGH LIFE can } 
now be had on all \ 
dining cars and ¢ 
steamship lines, in 4 


leading hotels and‘ 
cafes. Ask for it by ‘ f 
name—HIGH LIFE 


s Ss * 
Ny fi 
FP a0 ben” . / 
Milwaukee Beer 3 fl 


Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee pat. 








BOKER’S BITTERS 


Antidyspeptic. A tonic. an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drinks. 














HENRY LINDENMEYR 





AND SONS 


___ Paper Warehouses 
32—36 Bleecker St. 


AND =— : 











iT 


Hill 


20 Beekman St, 
—P.0,B0x2865 











Telephone (84 3 Spring 
NEWYORK 


























‘*Well?”’ - 








. THE ONLY 7 | 
X'MAS PRESENT 
dof) “| 
ae, 
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ty 
ACCEPTABLE TO ALL, 
, — OLD AND YOUNG. — | 


LARGE ASSORTMENT OF 
FANCY BOXES AND BASKETS, 
SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS. 


863 BROADWAY, bet. 17.18. Sts. 
508 FIFTH AVE. at. 42. St. 

20 OTHER RETAIL STORES IN PRINCIPAL CITIES. 

ow SALES AGENTS EVERYWHERE. wy 


} ew voRK 























hermit, eh?”’ 


All kinds of paper made to order. = HIGHER EDUCATION. THE AGE OF FADS 
: a . 4 > 
———————————————————— ELEPHANT.—I hear you ’ve been pretty prosperous since you got back, Polly. REDDIE.—What’s a health resort, dadi 
‘Tite EscareD PARROT.— Yep; I ’ve started a Conservatory of Cussing. CoBWIGGER.—Any high-pric ed place 
| = Pine that has become fashionable. 
JUST SO. If you need a bracer in the morning try a glass of PROVOCATION. 
| soda and a little of Abbott's Angostura Bitters. ‘‘So you are a 
| ‘““Paw—uhl” You'll be surprised how it will brighten you up. } : : 
| 






















‘*Paw, how ’s the 
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| WHEN thestill small 
voice of conscience 
approves there is 
little danger of its 

| Socoming inaudible. 


Curative while cleansing, a positive boon to sensitive skin. 
Woodbury's Facial Soap is everywhere endorsed for its 
true face value. 

Send 10 ts. for samples of all four preparations. 


The Andrew Jergens Co., Sole Licensee, Cin. O 12-tach wheels. 


“Can'tupset.” 














Your Youngster would like it for Xmas.| ‘‘Well, what—why- 






“Ves.” 











| best way to raise For exercise and fun there’s nothing like th ae ,— &p 2? 

ai > inh r rei = n there's not ~ ethe | q bee how &e. ! CHAMPAGNE 

| «Plant plenty of | *#liet fr I ris h M al l Oh, I happened F 
os to find out what my| Is second to no Champagne in 


“It’s geared”’ 


x ra A smart, sporty, speedy-hand car; dearest friends really the world, It is half the price of 


brings all muscles into play. A | thought about me.”’ 


child's automobile,’ rubber-tired, foreign makes, because there no 


very strong. <Afso/utely safe. 


Built on hygienic lines. For girls THE MEEK may $ ‘ O a on 
oe boys. inherit the earth, but duty oF ship freight to pay 


: 
If , our dealer hasn't the Irish Mail. order ‘ H 1 
diet fonts Writefrtotie FREE {they can hardly be| this American made Champagne. 





HILL-STANDARD MFG, CO. ae 
710 Irish Mail Street, Anderson. taa. | Te garded as heirs ap- SERVED EVERYWHERE 





a 1 eet. AMERICAN WINE CO., ST. LOUIS 


—— 








20TH CENTURY LIMITED —i8,"0U8 TRAIN TO cHicaco, 
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caaun’ , A SHINGLE ON THE PANTS. 
“ae. . 






HERE ’s er howlin’ in ther kitchen, 





h v ‘ a 

ff An’ er scramblin’ on ther stairs; 

f An’ things is turned all upside-down — 
ti An’ Mommy's sayin’ prayers: 

{ 


\ t.® yy For Poppy ’s on ther warpath, 

/ An’ horrible he rants; 

An’ keeps on sayin’: ‘‘ W’at you need 's 
A shingle on yer pants.” 


I really ain’t done nuthin’ 
But go an’ take a swim, 
An’ Poppy ’s mad, I guess, becuz 
I didn’ go with him. 
An’ now becuz mer cloas is wet 
He makes ther ’hole house dance, 
An’ keeps on vellin’: ‘‘W’at you ‘ll get ’s 
A shingle on yer pants.” 














There ain't no fun in livin’ NYAS a . Fae 
pepe aceg tof ve An Edison Phonograph “ 


An’ w’at’s ther user eatin’ meals 


“eek 


Er-standin’ on ther floor ? 


I’m gurner join ther circus, 


ZS 


An’ with ther cowboys prance — 
An’ w’en I’m big I’ll lick Pop with 


sez 


A shingle on 4s pants. 


c 
a 


N. A. Hardee. 


THE INDUCEMENT. 
NGLIS!:‘MAN.—I notice you Americans travel more in Europe than you do 
E in your Own country. 
GoriiAMITE.— Yes; but we are improving more in that respect since the 
divorce colonies have been established in the West. 


meee 5 Bs ,- 


RESTRICTIONS. 
at.— Phat do yez think ay twins? 
Mikr.— Begobs, twins is sich a bargain that they should only give one to 
acustomer. 


ONLY NEEDED PROMPTING. 
— k.—Why, Willie Goode! I’m surprised at you not knowing what a 
cape is. A cape is a narrow neck of land—now, can you finish the defi- 
nition ? 
Witiie Goope.—Sure! A cape is a narrow neck of land rubberin’ into 
the ocean ! 


ee FS a at 


5 


Noms G is more tragic than a family of seven brothers and one sister, except 
a family of seven sisters and one brother. 


Brings Christmas Cheer All the Year 


No other gift yields such lasting pleasure as an Edison Phonograph. Everybody likes it — 
from baby to grandmother. No skill is required to reproduce perfectly brilliant band music; 
the finest vocal solos, duets, and quartettes; the funniest character songs and vaudeville skits. 
It replaces the opera and theatre for grown folks, and is unequaled for entertaining children. 
Edison Gold Moulded Records include thousands of popular, classic, sacred, operatic or 
comic selections, and 24 are added every month. Thus the Phonograph provides more fun 
and music than any other automatic entertainer — yet is within the reach of all. Hear it at 
the nearest dealer’s before deciding on any Christinas present. “J¢ speaks for itself.” 


Latest Edison Gold Moulded Records — Now on Sale at All Dealers 





9122 Hungarian Fantasia . . Edison Concert Band 9135 I'm the Only Star that Twinkles on Broad 
9123 Mother o’ Mine—Song .. Theo. Van Yorx way — Comic Song mg . Ada Jones 
9124 On the Rhine With a Stein . Collins & Harlan 9136 Pretty Mary — Duet . Harlan and Stanley 
9125 Friendly Rivals—Cornets . Clarke and Hazel 9137 Dancing in the Starlight I-dison Band 
9126 Honeymoon Hall—Song . Harry MacDonough 9138 Sweetest Flower that Blows Marie Narelie 
9127 In Timbuctoo—A Monkey ditty . Billy Murray 9139 Have You Seen My Henry Brown ? Collins 
9128 Jesus, Saviour, Pilot Me . Anthony & Harrison 9140 Irish Girl 1 Love— Tenor Edward Barrow 
9129 Bold Front March . . Edison Military Band 9141 Sweet Little Daisies — Bells Solo , Benzler 
9130 Wait Till the Sun Shines, Nellie . Harlan | 9142 Fol-the-rol-lol— Comic Song, Edward M. Favor 
9131 And the World Goes On—Song . Bob Roberts ass oe of Barney and E een — “— 
9132 Betty— Duet . . MacDonough and Biebling etch , A ia Jones and lon Spencer 
’ & & 9144 When the Evening Breeze is Sighing Home 
9133 Rosesand Thorns . . . . Edison Orchestra Sweet Home . . « Bale Quactette 
9134 We'll be Together When the Clouds Roll } 9145 Everybody Works but Father— . 
By — Descriptive Song Veving Gillette | Medley .. . . . Edison Military Band 


An Edison Phonograph Makes the Best Christmas or Birthday Present for Anyone 
Every genuine Edison Phonograph bears the inventor’s trade-mark signature. Do not be 
misled or prejudiced by the distressing noises of inferior imitations. Go to the nearest 
Edison dealer and hear the genuine Phonograph, and you will instantly appreciate its 
marked superiority. The Edison signature is also on every Edison Gold Moulded Record. 
Edison Phonographs cost from $10 up; Records, 35c. each. 
Send for new booklet, ‘‘ Home Entertainments With the Edison Phonograph,"’ obtain- 
able only from Orange, N.J., office. Our Latest Record Catalogue will be sent to 
any Phonograph owner who gives the number of his Phonograph. Write now to 


National Phonograph Company, 43 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J. 
New York Chicago San Francisco London 
I. C. S. Language Courses Taught With Edicon Phonographs 
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YRIGHT, 1906, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMAND 





SOMETHING NEW! PROOFS FROM PUCK 


PYRIGHT, 1906, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANK 





mn a = response to an almost universal request - ir a. ee 
from the many admirers of “O’NEILL,” | a | 
GORDON H. GRANT, STUART TRAVIS, J. S. 
PUGHE and other PUCK Artists, we have arranged 
to supply handsome, enlarged reproductions of | 








their best work in PUCK at the uniform price of 
One Dollar Each. | 
THE PUCK PROOFS are reproductions in 


Photogravure form on heavy artists’ proof paper, | 
| with wide margin, and, when suitably framed, | 








FRIGID POULTRY. 
After J. S. Pughe. 


Fac-simile in Carbon Black, 20 x 16 in. 


P1GHT, 190b, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 













Other Subjects Now Ready are: saicieciasieacibariaa seein 
When Cupid Is Chauffeur. ..... After Gordon H. Grant. COPYMONT, 1006, OY KEPPLER & ScwWaRzUANN 
ee art oa a oe, eer After Jno. Cassel, ayers aura 
They Never Commit Race Suicide..... ‘“ °S. Pughe. 
Co. ee * “Cl 
Mg ew lee a ms 
EE 6 Gs 00 4%. s «6 re ee ” 
Se ee DO cea laa e ms 
SE eee He K: 
EE sk oe 60 6 eae os = 4 | 
k,n cin ” 
eT oh vais. 6.6. 6 6 0590 0 “i - 
International Troubles........... a es | 





THE CAKE WALK. 
After “ O' Neill.” 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 19 x 14 fn. 


will make very appropriate 
Christmas Presents for Lovers of Att. THE BACHELOR'S LAST CHRISTMAS EVE. 


After “ONeill.” 








Ce UE ce te ew os 


THE PUCK PROOFS may be had at all | 
leading Art Stores, or they will be mailed from 
this office on receipt of price. 


Address PUCK, New York. | | 


The trade supplied by THE ANDERSON MAGAZINE CO., oe ae 


32 Union Square, New York. Photogravure in Sepia, 19 « 14 in. 
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retirement and that but few improvements were possible. 





Cars of steady 
service for 1906 


|* SELECTING our line for the coming season it was early decided 
that Surreys, Types One and Two, were beyond any question of 


Therefore, 


these models with some slight alterations will be continued. To these 
are added ‘Type Three, which is practically an elaboration of Type One, 


the power plant and_ chassis 


remaining the same, 


except somewhat 


lengthened to accommodate a larger and longer body. 


These models are equipped with the tried 
and proven Rambler power plant, comprising 
our double opposed motor and planetary pattern 
transmitting gear, and are too well known to 
the trade and public to require extended de- 
scription at this time. 

Prices: Type One $1,200, Type Two 
$1,650, Type Three $1,350, all with full equip- 
ment of lamps, horns, tools, ete. 

‘‘The Latest of the Ramblers,’’ the 
strictly 1906 product, comprises four models. 
Model Fourteen is a modern medium weight 
touring car equipped with a four-cylinder verti- 
cal motor 20-25 horse power, with sliding type 
transmitting gear, giving three forward speeds 
and reverse. 

Final drive is by propeller shaft and bevel 
gear to the differential on the rear axle. 

A notable feature is the method of con- 
necting and bracing this shaft in which the 
universal joint is at the forward end and is 
entirely enclosed, running in an oil bath. 

The external design is along most modern 
lines with a wheel base of 106 inches. 

The selling price of this model is $1,750 


with complete equipment. 


Model Fifteen ‘is a heavier car with similar 
but more powerful equipment, the motor being 
35-40 horse power and the final drive by indi- 
The body is 


practically the same as in Type Fourteen but 


vidual chain to each rear wheel. 


longer and larger, the wheel base being 112 

inches. 
Model 

appointed Limousine on the 


Sixteen is a most luxuriously 
Model Fifteen 
chassis, selling at $3500. 

The Rambler runabout for 1906 is a fitting 
heir to the reputation gained by the earlier 
Ramblers of this type. It is equipped with a 
double opposed motor of 10-12 horse power, 
placed longitudinally in the frame and driving - 
As a 


Runabout with 3 inch tires it will sell at $800 


through the Rambler planetary gear. 


and with detachable tonneau and 3 1-2 inch 
tires at $950. 

Catalogue and full descriptive matter will 
be mailed upon request, but a careful personal 
various 


examination of these cars at our 


branches and agencies, will convince you 
that whatever may be your requirement, in 
service or price, the Rambler is the car you 


need. 


Thos. B. Jeffery & Co. 


Main Office and Factory, 


Kenosha, hidina U. S. A. 


Branches: 


Boston, 145 Columbus Ave. 
Milwaukee, 457-459 Broadway. 
New York Agency, 134 W. 38th Street. 


Chicago, 302-304 Wabash Ave. 


Philadelphia, 242 N. Broad Street. 


San Francisco, roth and Market Streets. 


Representatives in all leading cities. 
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1 de ¢ 


ham burnin’ low, 





rv chune, 


spot! 


Fo’ Gramper mek’s hit lu’k lak’ home, 
So comto'’able an’ nice; j 

We hauls de ahm-chaiah crost de flo™ 
He say ‘* Dat wiil suffice !’* — 

(He lak’s de bookshunary wu’ds) 
**Don’ git too nigh de fiah!”’ 

An’ den he tell us sto’ies, 


well de night aJmos’ expiah! 


Onct goin’ home f’m chu’ch one night, 
He see his fadeh’s ghos’ ! — 

He tech hit, an’ his fadeh tuhn 
Into de hitchin’ pos’! 





W’en I goes pas’ dat hitchin’ pos’ 
I allus ducks mah hat, 
An’ says, ‘‘How do, Great-Gramper ?” 


3ut Ah don’ goes c/ost tuh dat! 


He tell about de Cunjer-man, 
What p’izen all yo’ grub, 
An’ spiles yo’ gettin’ married 
Ef yo’ eber falls in lub! 
Dat’s too fuh off fo’ dis chile, 
IIe says: ‘*Yo’ mind yo’ mannahs, a But I’se alee moughty shy—~ 
ain a Z hasn't los’ no Cunjer-man 
\n’ ie ‘peneceeiion What frows de wicked eye ! 
De streets; but seek yo’ virchus couch 
Percise at half-pas’ eight! 
Fo’ dey ’s a Boogah-man what waits 


ar 


(An dem’s de wu'ds what ’ Mandy 


Puh ketch de gad-erbout 





lu'kin’ 


Moughty mad erbout !) 


Says he: ‘* He lays fo’ cullu’d gals 
Wiv ribbons in dey ha’r— 

Oh, va-as! yo’ bettah toss yo’ haid !— 
Yo’ feels him grippin’ dah! 

Stay home an’ ‘tend yo' dishes, gal — 
Quit sprucin’ fo’ de dance; 

He kotch yo’ by de topknot 


If he gets de smalles’ chance! 


‘*An’ onct dey wuz a li’l’ boy— 
An’ Gramper shek’s his wool. 


An’ I knows what ’s a-comin’, 





An’ yy ha’r begins ter pull — 

“*Tle sahssed his muddeh fehce, an’ which 
She nevah whupped him foah ; 

But de Hob-b’ gobblums kotcht him — 
Aw he nevah sahssed no moah!”’ 


bs d 
Den mammy draps huh knittin’ wutk 
An’ nods huh dro#sy head, 
’T well ‘‘Goo’ness! but hit ’s’gettin’ late! 
An’ shoos us off tuh bed; 
But d’em ’s de bes’es’ times we has, 
All settin’ roun’ de fiah, 
Wif Gramper tellin’ sto’ies 
’Twell de night almos’ expiah! 
W, Alburn Crowell. 


r, 


























THE KISS. 


ca AGACIOUS or Simple, 


ps Da 


re ~ 
> 


Youth ever will find 


ee Love's lure is a dimple 


By ¢ sad designed; 


KS c= Is set to ensnare : — 
~ 403 

‘ a i ae 
1 Akiss! You are in it, 
-> And prisoner there! 


Sententious or Stupid, Sedate or Satiric, 


A favorite wile For either Love knows 
Of clever young Cupid The trick of a lyric 
Is found in a smile; To lighten life’s prose; 
In rose-lips the raptures In rose-rhymes the tender 
Love secrets hold fast: — 
A kiss! 


Love has you at last! 


Julian Durand. 


Of lovers await: — 
A kiss! 


You there at Love’s gate! 
5 


Cupid captures Now surrender — 


TRIMMING. 


LFIE.—Are you going to help trim the Christmas tree ? 
Cuo.iy.— No: this year we are all going to pool our efforts in 
trimming Dad. 














ONE OR THE OTHER. 





the man. Observe his gloomy his sorrowful counte 


KE 
S nance, his set, serious lips. 
Let us Sherlockholmes him to some extent. 
First, it is Christmas Day. 
‘Therefore, we may deduce one of two.things about him. 
He is either the man who is always giving something useful as 
a Christmas present or the man who never gets any but useful things 


as gifts. 


eyes, 


YULETIDE AT 

ng 1s.—Grandpap Spruceby has stopped ripping up the big 

insurance Companies an’ started praisin’ it up. Did he get any- 
thing out of them ? 

Cyrus.— Yep, they sent him three new calendars an’ a blotter. 


BACON RIDGE. 


PASSING STRANGE. 


NE evening we met a strange person 
And carelessly asked what his name was. 
"T is Sir Cholmondely Beauchamp,” 
He said, “and it’s funny 
It never has been in a limerick.” 


, ‘HERE may not be a black sheep in every family, but there 1s always 
one chair which a visitor is warned not to sit down in. 








* PARDON 


ME FOR DISTURBING 











A CHRISTMAS TOAST. 


H ERE ’s to the present which comes a day late— 
If it cost much or little of pelf; 
The welcome it earns is both hearty and great, 

For it gets the whole stage to itself. 


A FRENZIED FINANCIER’S FATE. 


" Heiress (/” 7970).— Father loves caviare and lobster so 
much! I feel so sorry for him. 
Lorp CASTLEAIR.— Sorry 2? Why, dear ? 
THE HeEtress.—A new rule has gone into effect and the 
warden won't let us send delicacies to him any more! 






































THE GODS OF GREECE. 





MAA long as tainted money its n't refused at the banks, we 
get much of anybody else to refuse it. 


PLAUSIBLE. 


B gery — You may be sure 

that there will never in our time 

be an European war. Just reflect, 

nearly every one of the royal families 

is related to the others. 
HeNNEPECKED. — That ’s why I 

think there will be a war. 


BEFORE MEALS. 





f ige seage What is meant by “three 
days of grace,” Tommy Newton? 

Tommy NewtTon.— Why, that ’s 
when yer fambly is feedin’ a minister 
durin’ conference. 


THE MAINSTAY. 


Hao men who print the magazines 
Might keep the wolf away 

Without the ads of pork and beans 
Or predigested hay. 

They might eschew the frizzled wheat, 
The union suits and pads, 

But they could never make ends meet 
Without the corset ads. 


They might cut out the phonophake, 
The mattresses and shoes, 

The pills that father used to take 
And mother used to use. 

The touring car they might forego 
With forty other fads, 

But they could never live, you know, 
Without the corset ads. 


Will S. Adkins 


IN KING ARTHUR’S TIME. 


“| GIYE you good- morrow, gentle 
sirs,” said the aged dame to the 
gaily bedecked knights. 

Sir Lanncelot surveyed her disdain- 
fully. 

“ Another of those amateur weather 
prophets, I suppose,” he said, and, 
prodding his horse with the end of 
his lance, rode haughtily onward. 


THE PROPER COURSE. 
fie ring of high financiers who had 

sold stock short was gathered in 
conference. 

“The market has a decided up- 
ward tendency,” the leader remarked 
gloomily. 

“Well,” answered a second member 
of the pool, “I guess we will just 
have to grin and bear it.” ~ 
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HIS’ FINISH. 


Santa —Here’sa fine fix! Deer 
running away and me stranded on 
top of a factory chimney. 


shall hardly 

































































THE COLONIAL CHRISTMAS DINNER. A STUDY IN HEAT AND COLD 
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CHRISTMAS 


T.—An’ Santy wants to know kin yer come to supper ? 


TD. 


Ais 


THE 












JHE FIEAD-WAITER 


Fa! O' ALL de mean men in de town 


‘*Big Jim” must be de knave; 






He only libs to call yo’ down, If yo’ ain’t quick to heah de gong 















Dess lak yo’ wah a slave. Or brush de crumbs away, 
He ‘Il say de place det yo’ belong 


Am in a hash café. 


En if yo’ dahe to tilt a tray 
Or jolt somebody’s ahm, 
He ‘ll scowl en tell yo’ half de day 


To go back on de fahm. 


He rips until yo’ lib in dread 


En tremble at his frown; 
He thinks dess kase dey put him head, 
He makes de worl’ go roun’ 


En if yo’ gets a tip or two, 
His palm am open wide; 

En if yo’ know what ’s good foh yo’, 
Yo’ betteh had devide. 


But Ah dess know what Ah will do, 
Ah ’1l climb lak ol’ ‘‘ Big Jim; ”’ 
Sum day Ah ’ll be head-waitah, too, 

En boss aroun’ lak him. 


Victor A. Hermann. 


THE WISE LARK AND THE LAZY MAN. coming to-morrow to cut the grain, himself.” And again the mother 

assured them that they were in no danger. 
ers upon a time a lazy man owned a large field of wheat, and Finally, the grain was very ripe, and some of it was shelling on 
in that field a lark built her nest. Soon there were five little the ground. So, on the succeeding evening when the mother bird 


larks, but before they were able to fly, the wheat began to ripen returned to the nest, the little ones clamored loudly that they be 
and soon must be harvested. So the little larks became fearful, lest moved. 
they be destroyed. One day they spoke to their mother about it, “What did the man say to-day?” asked the mother. 
telling her that the “He said that his 
man had been out in wheat was all shelling 
the field, and that they out, and that his wife 
heard him say he must must come and cut it 
get his cousins to cut in the morning,” re- 
the grain to-morrow. sponded the baby 
‘“« Never fear, child- birds. 
ren,” said the mother, “ Merciful Heavens, 
“it is not yet time to children — hurry and 
move; but watch pack your trunks,” 
closely what the man replied the mother, 
says each day, and “for we are now in 
tell me just what you danger, and must not 
hear.” lose a minute’s time.” 
The next evening So they moved that 
when the old bird night, and barely es- 
came home the little caped destruction. 
birds all cried out: 
“Oh! mother, we AS LONG as the 
must move, for the world measures 
man was here to-day efforts by results, the 
and said that he would most of us may ex- 
pect to get the short 
end of it. 
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get his neighbors to 
start in cutting  to- 
morrow morning at 
daylight.” 

But the mother bird 
told them not to worry, 
for they were in no danger. 

But on the following even- 
ing the little birds were more fear- 
ful than ever. “Mother,” said 
they, “we surely must move; the AT THE KINDERGARTEN. ee ALWAYS on the bright 
man was here again to-day and TFACHER.— Yes, Bobby, C stands for cat; now what does D stand for? side has a ruinous effect on 
we heard him say that he was Boppy.— What Pa says to the cat. what is called far-sight. 


\ IS impossible to keep 
a pretty girl from 
discovering that she is 
pretty. The @ prior 
presumption is too 
strong. 














De tr. . 





Pinning the 
; > ele eiag the "ee 
eS Catalogue of 2 | ii 
the Conquests of : 
a Young Ladly : ) 


att tec 
eeeeee ee se 







eveover09e9r0"C9 


BUNNER. 


The story, here printed for the first time, its author designed as the beginning of a@ series—a series which was never finished. 
In itself complete, however, tt ts a typical example of the best of Bunner’s writing. 


HE ‘TOOK it at the age of seven and from that time on she had a 
S definite purpose in life, which had hitherto been a blank and 
unsatisfactory sort of thing. The life of a child in these days is liable 
to be a good deal of a bore, when you come to think of it. At least, 
we grown-ups do our best to make life a bore for the children. And 
it must be that we succeed 
most of the time, for 
think of the pains 
that we take in the 
operation. ‘Think 
of the playthings 
forinstance. Now, 
when you and I | 
were young a play- 
thing was a desir- 
able and much be- 
loved possession. 
I could identify at 
sight, to-day, every 
block in the box that 
my brother and | 
shared between us 
—the black-walnut 
one that was always 
the engine and the 
train of cars, with a 
spool for a smoke- 
stack, and a thim- 
ble for a steam- 
dome, anda match- 
box for a cab; the 
one with a knot-hole 
in it that served for a 
baggage-car. And so on, 
until the one which had fallen in the red ink became at once a pay- 
car, and only went forth on the first Friday of each month. As to 
the china dog and the papier-mache donkey with the red morocco 
saddle and the head that wagged, if they have ghosts, then I ama 
ghost; we shall certainly foregather in the next world, and I hope we 
shall have as good a time as we did in those simple old days. 

Now this young lady that I am writing about, not having been 
lucky enough to have been born so soon, had had so many play- 
things of every sort, kind and description that she attached no 
more value to them than you and I attach to a handful of sea- 
sand. Then, she never had a chance to invent a game in her life. 
Whenever she wanted to play, or thought she wanted to play, her 
mother or her father or her aunt or her nurse, or some other mis- 
guided slave sat down and played with her and told her just what 
to do. If she wanted anything, it was given to her at once; and if 
she didn’t want to do anything, she did n’t have to do it. This was 
the scheme of kindness to children that prevailed in the latter part 
of the nineteenth century, and while it was very bright and beauti- 
ful and showed an advanced civilization, it must be confessed that 
it made life an awful bore for the poor young ones. 

So it was that one fine day this little lady slipped away trom 
it all, and went through a hole in the back fence, and sat on the 
stone gutter-curve in the shabby back street that ran behind her 
father’s grounds. There was a great broad lawn and a beautiful 
boulevard at the foot of it, in front of the house, but she was tired 
of the lawn and the boulevard and the handsome carriages that 
rolled along it, and tired of everything else except loneliness and the 
dirty back road, just for a change. She had four little boys and 
three little girls invited to play with her that morning, and she had 
got tired of the whole seven of them. So she went and sat on the 
gutter curb in the back road. 

She had meant to be quite alone, but she soon found that she 
was not. Right across the road from her sata little Italian boy with 
a monkey. He belonged to an organ-grinder, and he had been 
ordered to stay there and take care of the monkey while his father 















The little lady looked at the boy and the boy looked at the little lady. 


went with the organ to some house where monkeys were not wel- 
come. He was rather a nice-looking little boy —she always main- 
tained that he was rather nice-looking; and we all know that some 
little Italian boys are really quite pretty—-but he was in other 
respects just like the run of organ-grinder’s boys: he was dirty, he 
was ragged, his hair was a sight —and— we all know the other 
characteristics of organ-grinder’s boys. 

The little lady looked at the boy and the boy looked at the 

little lady; the one openly, with a certain sort of supercilli- 
ous curiosity, and the other fertively, with a sort of shy, 
envious admiration. 

Then it was that the idea came into the little girl’s 
head that life would be something better than a bore. 
Of course she knew dozens of little boys. Moreover, 
they were all nice, clean little boys, who were going 
to grow up to be lawyers and bankers and rich busi- 

ness men. And they had all been told to be good 
to her, and never to quarrel; and she had been 
told to do the same to them, and if they ever did 
quarrel it was always in the mildest and most 
unexciting way, and they always kissed and made 
up again, which was part of the general bore- 
dom, and their parents saw to it very carefully. 

But to acquire, to accumulate, to amass a 

boy of her own, by her own unaided efforts— 
this was a new idea. The light of battle came 
into her eyes, and she turned around on the 
curb-stone so that the little boy could not help 
seeing the great big beautiful bow in which 
her pink sash was tied behind. She was young 
yet, you see, and she had more confidence in 
the bow than she had in herself. But the little 
boy did not look at the bow. He had taken notice 
already. And the little girl knew— knew by shear 
instinct, for she had never had such an experience before —that he 
had taken notice, for he began to show off by making the monkey 
stand on its head. 

When she observed that, the little girl put a look into her eyes 
as though she did not see the little boy at all, or even the side of 
the street she was sitting on. The little boy scowled and made the 
monkey waltz and play on his tambourine and turn a somersault, and 
the-tttle girl looked a way off into the most distant part of the sky 
and saw it all, every bit of it. 

She, on her part, was not idle, although she appeared to be. She 
had three bracelets on her right arm and she played with every one of 
them in succession. Then 
she counted over the gold 
beads of her necklace. 
But neither of them 
could quite get to 
the speaking point 
—not even when 


the boy played 












Looked a way off into the most distant part of the sky. 


























































his trump card (from his point of view) by making the monkey 


scratch his master’s head. 

The little girl saw that something had to be done. 
up the street and said, as if talking to herself, in a 
lative way: 


PUCK 


She looked — my fada he kila 
purely specu- me like dam.” 


‘IT wonder if that’s the policeman coming ?” * 
It was successful. The little boy rose only too eagerly to She felt glad, 


the bate. 

«« Pleeceman no trobbla my fader,” he said; “he gi 
haffa dolla week.” 

The little girl looked at him with a faint and sco 

“T shouldn’t think your father would have fifty-« 
to policemen,” she said. 


you.” And he crossed the road with the monkey. 


= 


They had talked for twenty minutes when the little 


of course, after- 

re ] 2 2,;(° ‘ 
va pleeceman ward that she 
=» had saved the 
rnful interest. Jittle Italian 


renses tO gIVe — boy’s life and his 
n father’s monkey, 

“My fader. he maka de mon, responded the boy, enthusias- which was un- 
cially; “‘ he gota de smartest monk any man in de business. I show 


down the road, saw his father approaching, bent under the weight resolved _ that 


of the organ. He turned to the little lady with a certa 
bright, keen Italian eyes. 

“You giva me a kiss,” he said 

“T don’t kiss organ-grinder’s little boys,’ 
haughtily. 


’ 


LETTERS. 


OBODY seems disposed to withhold distinction from 


has recently written 40,088 words on a postal card, but some 


profess to wonder why he did it. 
Of course the reason lies on the surface, as the re 
events usually does. 

Forty thousand and eighty- 
eight words are too many for 
a short story and too few for 
a novel. ‘There is, then, only 
one way to make literature 
of them and that is to write 
them all on a postal card. 


THE SPRATS, TO DATE. 
J ACK SpRAt liked wet goods, 
His wife went in for dry, 
And so, betwixt them both, 
you see, 
‘They laid but little by. 


WEALTH. 
Fe & Man.—We are already 
rich beyond the dreams 
of avarice. 
THe Woman.— True; but 
there are so many who are 
rich further beyond. 


FORTUNATE. 


* rT. was a panic during 
the first act but the 
audience got out of the 
theatre without any trouble. 
Were n’t we lucky ?” 
“Very lucky. You missed 
the rest of the play.” 


THE WAY IT GOES. 


“ Cr about one man in a 

million,” ruminatingly 
said the Pruntytown  Phi- 
losopher, “enrolls his name 
on the shining tablets of 
fame. The rest of us—youand 
me and Jones and Robinson, plain, av- 
erage, nonessential citizens—manage per- 
haps to carve our initials and the date on 
the back of the turtle of mediocracy, which 


said the young lady, 


in light in his next essay should be 
more ambitious. 


Still, if she 


scalp one. 


‘Den I leta de 
monk go, and 


doubtedly a valu- 
able possession 
and which must 
have perished had 
boy, glancing it escaped. But she 


only known it, it was 
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* You giva mea kiss,"’ he said. 


REAI REASON. 


the man who * ye boast of having no enemies?” ‘Lhe philosopher spoke in 


a tone admirably adapted for declamatory purposes. “Then 


vou have never dared to stand up for the right against wrong, you 
ason of great have never protected the weak against oppression, you have never 





SYMPATHETIC ART. 


Homer Scribbleton, the Poet, 


Is a man of inspiration ; 


deliberately proceeds to crawl away into While he pens his glowing verses, 


oblivion and is never seen again.” 





He designs the illustration. 


even dared to defend your 
own rights. The man who 
says he has no enemies con- 
fesses himself a coward !” 
“Mebby! Mebby!” non- 
chalantly replied the man who 
was short grammatically but 
of great width betwixt the 
eyes. “But I’ve always 
sorter laid my_ satisfactory 
condition to the fact that I ’ve 
never lent money to my 
friends, never yielded to ear- 
nest solicitation to run for 
office, never been a jint-heir 
in anybody’s will, and never 
played a musical instrument 


of no kind.” 
DRAWBACK. 


“ iby vou believe honesty is 
the best poli V 
‘Well, it has the deferred 
dividend feature.” 


PRIDE. 


A" ER a great deal of hag- 
gling, his pride suffered 
the man to steal the leaf, but 
it would n’t listen to his sitting 
down in the park to eat it. 
“Get out of sight, some- 
where,” clamored his pride. 
The man went hunting for 
a place where he might eat 
the bread without being seen, 
but before he found one he 
fell and died of inanition. 
Moralists differed as to 
society’s responsibility in the 
premises. Some blamed the 
existing order, which did not contemplate 
the coincidence, in the same person, of 
pride and poverty and advocated drastic 
legislation. Others attributed the case to 
the operation of an inscrutable Prov- 
idence, and counselled moderation. 








JA TILE-TALE OF NINEVE 




















CHAYS 

















Pestiferis taketh his hod and goeth after 
the autograph of the famous Halcanis. 



































He findeth the author busily engaged in Halcanis waveth the autograph fiend away 
chiseling another Assyrian best seller. 
































Pestiferis, after the manner of his noxious i Whereupon the impatient Halcanis goug- 
tribe, persisteth in his request, 3 eth his autograph on the tile, and — 











UNE 


Handeth back the tile to Pestiferis, saying: 
‘Get thee, now, to Hades!"’ 
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GLACKENSE 











































HOW DULL! 


W" N financiers are underpa 
\nd trusts are quite forgotten ; 
When railroads all observe the law, 
And politics are n't *' rotten ; 


When standard oil begins to talk 
\nd courts convict the lawless; 
When millionaires tell all they own, 

And senators are flawless 
When capital and labor meet 
And fraternize like brothers; 
When everyone does as he should, 
Instead of doing others, 
How very dull ’t will be for all 
lLhose foolish ones who waited 
Till there was nothing left but good 


To be investigated ! 


Ws RR, 


REAL TRAGEDY. 


¥ was pitch dark. Suddenly the intense stillness was 
made vibrant by a distant chime. ‘Three o'clock. 
Then in the succeeding silence might be heard a gushing 

curgle. In one corner of the room crouched the figure of a man. 
He was vainly trying with his hands and a cloth to stop the flowing 
water which was rising slowly but steadily about his ankles. As he 
= . moved uneasily his feet swished through the water and made little 


BETWEEN TWO HUSBANDS. ripples plash against the walls. | His finish was in plain sight. . . 
“Gosh!” he groaned, “all is over. The plumber is n't 


Mrs. Roosty.—Oh, Heavens, Charles, it is Henry! And they coming.” 
i | iN 


told me he ’d been fricasseed! 








HEAVENLY REST. 
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ELL, THIS is a relief!” exclaimed the latest 








| 

arrival, stretching himself contentedly. (5) | 

“Eh? What’s that?” ejaculated a) 

Diabolus, who was personally super- : 
vising his proper disposal upon the fA 


gridiron settee. 
““{ said this was indeed a relief,” 

















































repeated the newest, with a long sigh 
of unmistakable satisfaction. 

“T reckon you ‘Il soon change your mind about 
that,” observed Diabolus, with a grim smile. 

“Perhaps,” assented the freshest, lazily. “But 
that does n’t alter the fact that just now it seems 
heavenly.” 

“You —you dare call my domain that!” howled 
Diabolus, gnashing his teeth and lashing his tail with 
a tremendous show of rage. 

“Why not?” queried the other serenely. “A 
fellow is lots better off here. He has room enough 
to breathe here, and if the air is a little sulphureous, 
it is n’t fetid; he has time to think, and these wails 
and groans can’t disturb him after the pandemonium 
of shrieking, screaming women he’s lived in; and he 
don’t have to hang on to any car straps with his teeth 
because his arms are full of bundles; and — and— 
well, it is just heavenly here.” 

Never since his fall had Diabolus heard such an 
insult, and he shook with rage until his hoofs clattered 
on the good intentions and his horns clashed together. 

“No,” continued the freshest, dwelling upon the 
change with placid delight, “everything ’s so much 
better in the luxurious place you ‘re running here than 
in the hell I’ve had to endure these last few days that 
I’d be a carping critic indeed to find any fault with 
your trifling inconveniences. Say, why don’t you 
advertise as a rest cure?” e 

“Where ’re you from?” demanded Diabolus, as 
soon as he could find his voice. ‘‘ What ’d you been doing, 
anyhow, before you were sent here?” 
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STAGGERING. 


“Oh,” replied the other, with a shudder at the recollection, THE SANTA CLAUs BuG.— Wow! Look at those stockings! If 1 
“I had a job as an extra clerk in a big department store during had known there were Daddy-Long-Legs on this route, I ’d never have 
the Christmas shopping season.” Alex. Ricketts. taken the job. 






| iaaeen the sublime to the ridiculous is but one step, but it’s many miles 
the other way. 
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( “ecg on this youthful pair, It is there without a doubt; But we don’t, and we shall ne’er 
Pierrot and lady fair, But the story will not out. Learn the secret of the pair 
What may be the thought concealed ? If we only knew what they Would you say —do you suppose — 
What the idea unrevealed ? Have been saying, or will say! That the artist, even, knows? 


BORN. 


fo author of “Old King Cole” was 

reciting the verses to a friend. “I take 

it,” commented the latter, “that you are 

what is commonly known as a miner poet.” 
Thus was born the term. 
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TWO EVILS. 


Rg og It must be awful to be caught 
with the goods on you. 
Suppups.—It ’s worse to be caught 
with the goods off you; I forgot three 
of my wife’s errands yesterday. 


2 im, rss aa = 
AA (pie W 


G. R. Q. 


O' COURSE it was the 
prejudices of the 
masses which were chiefly 
instrumental in making 
the countless millions rich. 
S Y Why, then, should not he, 

—S SS Ss 4 j\\ 0 | too, get into the game? 

“WY aS SS wat \ To think was = act. 
Y= The very next day there 
— appeared in about all the peri- 
odicals an article calling attentior 


. iN \ LA 3 to the well known fact that every- 
~~ SS \ CRb0n/ Pan ~ _ \ body has sooner or later to eat a peck 
NP NY of dirt, with a picture of natural dirt 

NN BB IN THE SMOKING ROOM. enlarged about five hundred thousand diameters, showing all the germs. 
~ Tue YouncisH MAN.— By Jove, Uncle The day after that there began to be inquiry at the drug-stores 
Cal, you tackle poker just the way you do for pasteurized dirt, and then, naturally, it was n’t long until another 
the produce business — with a rush. colossal fortune had been amassed. 
Uncie CaL.— Just a little more cautious, son ; —there ain’t 


ny rebates in poker GIRLISH unconsciousness is the acme of human art, or near it. 


- ’s easy to see the silver lining in the other fellow’s cloud. 
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TAKEN. 
PARSON JACKSON.— Does yo? take dis man fo’ better or wuss ? 
THE Bripr.— Ah Il take him jest as he am. If he gets any better, I ’se ’fraid he ‘ll die, and if he gets any 


wuss, I ’ll kill him mahself. 









COLONEL BENGAL’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


THE Srory OF A MEAL IN EIGH? LIQUID CHAPTERS. 
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VII.— BuRGUNDpy. VIII. — BrRanpy. 




















































PUCK 


A WELL-SPENT DAY. 


spent it at the dealer’s 


| DID I spend Christmas ? 


H’m, well, in confidence, For Mollie’s rare ** Corot; ” 


_ 


I spent it, as I always do, spent it at the jeweler’s 


In dollars, dimes and cents. For Bridget’s art nouveau, 


D> 


—_ 


And, judging from the missives spent it at the florist’s 


For Nature’s costly crop; Vas 
(8) 
—_ 


That in my bill-file lie, 


I doubt if many spent the day 


_ 


spent it in the market-place, 





More thoroughly than I! I spent it in the shop 





I spent with Mr. ‘Toyman, I spent in half an hour They say that well-spent Sabbaths 
In gay extravagance, What took me months to make, A week’s contentment bring; 

My dollars made in Yankee-land With here and there a dime or two But, ah, a well spent Christmas day 

’ For dollies made in France; For Charity’s sweet sake, Is quite another thing! 

For Noah’s arks and soldiers For though the rich with dollars For me a year’s disquiet 
And patent wind-up toys, Their Christmas saint conjure, Still, follows in its train, 

For drums and guns and other forms **Ct. Nickeless ”’ expresses well And at the end it will be time 
Of loud expensive noise. The Patron of the poor lo spend the day again. 


Jennie Betts Hartswick. 


THE GIRL’S FATHER. with or without him. His prospects are always good; they are 

usually good in proportion to the inadequacy of his present salary. 

oBpopy seems to feel that the father of the engaged girl has He is never dissipated. He believes in athletics. He lives 
any rights. Occasionally he is pictured as sitting sternly at home with his parents; that is, he did live at home be 

in his office while the suitor for his daughter’s hand bows _ fore he introduced himself elsewhere. 





obsequiously; or he may be occupied at rare intervals ‘To know how to dispose of this young man is the 
with ejecting that individual from the house on the end _ problem that confronts the father, just when he ought 
of his boot. to be resting up. ‘lo oppose him is only to make the 





These fancies, however, are only pleasantries. In _ girl love him all the more; to encourage him is to 
reality the father of the girl is not taken seriously. He is render home not a refuge but a lover’s retreat. 


allowed to exist, but no more. His only use is to supply money Papa has no alternative. Either he is too 

when needed and otherwise keep in the background. friendly and loses his dignity, or he is regarded as 
It is high time, however, that the father should assert himself. a crank. 

Just at the period when, after a life-time of hard work, he gets the By-and-bye, however, when the girl is finally 


girl raised to a point where she should be of some comfort to him, married and things resume their normal condition, 

lo! there appears upon the scene the lover. At first he is humble, papa gets back to his proper place. 

feeling that even to tolerate him is a concession; shortly, however, And when, at some family reunion, as he 

he becomes bolder; and as he becomes more sure of the girl, he and _ his son-in-law steal off into some corner 

gradually fastens himself upon the house, until there is no living by themselves, where they can enjoy their 
whiskey and cigars, the younger man sighs 











S _.... as he lights up, and says: fj 
? _— “Well, | suppose that women are all 4 td 
[ | alike.” he i 
OC, ; And the old gentleman replies : JN 
} ; — g ] 
- | = 


“Yes, my boy. I could have told 
you that long ago if you had but asked 


me.” | ff ’ ie MW 
. 7 : A, | AH 





ay 4 (, 


THE POINT OF VIEW. egal 


NCE on a time a man asked 


his wife what he should get AN EXACTING BELLE. 
her for Christmas. As his wife When she goes out, she expects 
had always boasted that they her hair to stay in. 


agreed in everything, she merely 
told him to buy her a few useful presents. After he 
had gone she thought he would surely remember she 
needed a new winter coat, which of course she could n’t 
wear unless she had a new hat to go with it. Then it 
would be just like him to get her a broadtail muff, 
exactly the same as the woman next door was going 
to have. Of course, as he was buying useful things, 
he would be sure to think of a few pairs of shoes, and 
even if they didn’t have Cuban heels, she couid get them 
exchanged. When the useful presents came home they 
proved to be a new oilcloth for the kitchen, a patent shoe- 
polishing stand, and a barrel of flour. 
Moral: It is hard to get what you want in this world, even 
when you ask for it. 


IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. 


* ro draught that I quaff,” said the lover, “is a love potion. A 
gypsy told me that it will cause me to find favor in the eyes 
of the fair Clorinda.” 
“Ha! Ha!” laughed his friend. ‘Have I not told thee that 
A CHEERFUL GIVER. the fair Clorinda would drive thee to drink ?” 


THE ‘‘SAFE’’ CONGRESSMAN.— See that new member from the 


west? He told me that he never traveled on a pass. |" 
Tue Raiway Lossyist.— Did it sound like a boast or a hint? 


Is significant of our materialistic drift that as a people we now 
stand more in fear of French motor cars than of French dramas. 


THE PUCK PRESS 


Is Roucu, Wu 





) ELOPEMENT. 


THE Ne . ’ . 
© Neares' REFUGE Is A “STaG” AT THE CLUuR. 





















































THE ENIGMA 





IN IQI5. 


CONVICT No. 6824 ‘convicted of grafting ).— 
I wish to send a petition to the governor fora 
pardon 

GUARD.— All right, old boy ;— write it out 
and you need n't put a stamp on the envelope, 
either 

Convict No. 6824.— You don't — you really 
don't mean to say you ‘ll see that it gets into 
his hands safely ? 

GUARD.— That's what! Did n’t you know 
he was occupying cell number 9653? 


would sing the low notes alone! 





DESIRABLE. 


His Wire.— Her voice is weak in the 
lower notes, don’t you think so? 
THE UNCOMFORTABLE PERSON.— Yes—if she only 


OF FATE. 


oe there were two girls with equal gifts of mind, but with 
very diverse ambitions, for Miriam longed to be famous, 
while Marjory wished to be happy. 
When Miriam set to work, at an early age, and with 
feverish energy, and learned the principal parts of the Greek 
verbs of the ninth class, 
it was with a view to 
taking a degree 
and being some- 


body. 





of her 


success 


woman 
invited 





fcertune. 


day she discovered 
that study is sweet 
for its own sake, be- 
came instantly an 
obscure bookworm, 
and was intensely happy 
ever after. 

Marjory, meanwhile, 
was directing the faculties 


But one . 


fine intellect to 


learning what all the 
forks are for at a formal 
dinner, and such was her 


that she became 


the most distinguished 


of her time, was 
out everywhere, 


and never knew a min- 
ute’s peace as long as 
she lived. 

So little are we the 
avchitects of our own 


PEACHES. 


in a frolicsome 


Ox DAY, 
mood, the Sultan caused 


hisroyal r —-gram to be burnt 


into the fc 
or so of his 
“T ’m 
peaches are 
he remarkec 
light and che 


‘ads of a dozen 
‘lest wives. 

that branded 
omething fine,” 
with a peal of 
‘ul laughter. 







A TALE OF THE SONNET. 


| AM a sonnet, don’t you know. Behold 





The very highest form of verse that ’s known 
But few can reach my exalted throne 
And do a decent job with me, I’m told; 
It takes a master hand to write me cold. 
When I approach the critics of renown 
All other forms go way back and sit down, 


For I’ve been IT since palmy days of old. 


I came from Italy, a Dago dug 
Me up with pick and spade, the stories go, 
And called me then and there his ‘‘ Sonetto,” 
And here I am, a victim of each plug 
Who tries his hand at making verse, who ought 
To be imprisoned for his crime, if caught. 


Joe Cone. 


COMPLETING THE QUOTATION. 
“ Be me see! How does that old saying go: ‘Of two evils 
always choose’— ?” 
‘«‘ Always choose the one you have n’t indulged in before.” 
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DIPLOMACY. 


THE Cook.—I read where wan av yer felly-officers won a pie- 
atin’ contist be devourin’ twinty-two pies. Faith, I’m sorry fer th’ 
cook that has 47m fer a beau! 

THE Cop.— Me darlint, if they wor half as good as this pie, that 
felly done nawthin’ t’ blow about! 





THE MODERN SPIRIT. 


His is the Christmas spirit 
That seems to pervade the earth, 
“J wonder if this was a bargain, 
And about how much it’s worth ?” 


PROSPERITY. 


" Wi how are things in general?” genially inquired the patent- 
churn man, who had just arrived on his regular monthly visit 
to the hamlet. 

“Finer’n split frog-hair!” triumphantly replied the landlord of 
the Pruntytown tavern. ‘Why, times are so good just now that we 
were able to have a prominent citizen die at one of the most expen- 
sive hotels in New York, last week!” 





fi tkewise it has been noticed that the front is not infrequently more depended 
on than the foundation as the basis of success. 





THE JAPS OF THEN AND NOW. 
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AN ELOPEMENT IN BRASS. 




















5. 
“T tells you sop dot serenade /” 
To ardent Fritz old Hanswurst said, 


SUFFICIENT PROVOCATION. 


ZRO, you know how bitterly opposed to 
profanity I have always been,” some- 
what perturbatedly said Aunt Hetty 
Scramm, addressing her bachelor 
brother, who was a chronic old 
grouch, anyhow. “I have always 
contended that it is not only wicked, 
but coarse, ill-bred, wholly unneces- 
sary and—” 

“Ves, I know,” was the grumpy reply. 
“TI ’ve heard ye say so several times. But 
there are occasions when —” 

“Ve-es, I almost think—Well, some- 
how, at to-day’s session of the Sewing 
Circle, where we met to make over old 
garments for the heathen, and _ first drifted 
away from our work to a discussion of 
Mrs. Judge ‘Tubman’s advocacy of Jui- 
jitsu for women, and from that, before we 
had reached anything definite regarding 
it, to the concocting and passing of ringing 
resolutions to the effect that the Russian 
Grand Dukes should be compelled, in the 
interests of the prevention of cruelty to 
animals, to use horseless carriages when 
they go out to be blown up; well, you 


know, there are in every Sewing Circle as many women of many 













































Ey. 
“‘Jump, Gretchen! Quick!’’ then whispered Fritz, 
And added low: “I hope she fits.” 
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Iv. 
With more of skill than I displayed.” 
Take heed, ye lads who serenade! 


just could n’t help it! 





THE HORN THAT LOVE 











TOOK. 























III. 
“A perfect fit!’ with joy he cried; 
“No olden knight e’er captured bride 


somebody else’s skirt and tore it clear 
loose at the waist, and Arabella Strodder 
choked with anger till she coughed out 
a front tooth, and not one of us had 
ever known for certain before that it 
was false; and I d’know, myself, where the 
matter would finally have ended if Mrs. 
Dr. ‘Tombs had n't offered a resolution con- 
demning in no uncertain tones the use of 
the split infinitive. Then little Phoebe Pine, 
who was sitting next to me— and you know 
yourself that Phoebe is just about the meek- 
est and mildest little critter that ever was— 
Phoebe had been twisting and turning rest- 
lessly and kind o’ picking at herself, and all 
at once she just leaned over to me and 
blurted right out, ‘What in h—Il is a split 
infinitive?’ And, Ozro, before I thought 
—I declare to you that I did n’t mean it 
any more than little Phoebe—before I could 
ketch myself, I blurted right back, ‘ D—d 
if I know!’ For a minute we looked at 
each other in kind of a daze and laughed 
like a couple o’ frightened ginny-hens, and 
then we both got up in unison, as you 
might call it, and left. And I says to my- 
self, ‘I could ’t help it, seems to me; I 


I'll just go straight home and tell Ozro, and 


minds as there are fishes in the pond, more or less of course, and—” see whether he thinks it was so terrible wicked, under the circum- 
“Humph! I know that, too,” was the pessimistic interruption. 
a man is always ready to in- 





“Yes, | s’posed you ’d say so 
dorse any criticism of women; 
aman never seems to recol- 
lect that men— But, there; 
I'll just go on and tell 
you what happened. 
The discussion be- 
came what ’most 
anybody would 
have called 
animated, to 
say the least 
—so much so, 
in fact, that 
som ebod V 
stepped on 


stances. 









A COLLECTION OF ’STEINS. 


He’s had more experience with profanity than I have.’ 
So, now I ’ve told you, and—” 

“No, ye ain’t!” growled the grouchy Ozro, hitching his 
chair to the kitchen table and placing his 


feet upon it. “ How 
can I tell whether 
ye done wrong 
or not till I 
know the 
whole situa- 
a tion thor- 
, oughly. 
-**What in 
h—Il zs a split 
infinitive any- 
way ?” 
Tom P. Morgan. 
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PUNK CHOOASHUN. A WAR TIME BELLE. 
His thing of stickun periods r was during the dark days of the civil war, when brother raised 
An’ commas w’ere they b’long | his hand against brother, father against son, families were rent, 
Is troublesum fer lots o° folks, and rent was almost impossible to get. But we diverge. \ beauu 
hat *s frade o° goin rong; ful girl was sitting on the porch of a stately southern home, humming 
Fer instuns, Dad jes talks a streeke a lighisome ditty. Her old black Mammy hovered in the back- 
T his stunogrufur, ground, expressing the opinion that, — “ suttenly, I clar to 
An’ says; ‘‘put that in first clas shaip,’’ goodness, it’s ttme Marse Clay was off to de wah!” 
An’ then it’s up t’ hur. Suddenly the girl sighed, and a rosy blush 
mantled her damask cheek. ‘The wind 
My bruthur Ed’s a collidg man, stirred her raven curls, and a bewitch- 
te punkchooates real thik, ing foot stole from beneath her hoop, 
An’ w’en he’s threw, his literchur all, by the way, that was left of her 
Looks mitey fine an’ slik; father’s barrel. We hasten to explain 
But nearley al th’ dotts is rong the cause of her trepidation, for com- 
Ed ’s ignerunt, they say, ing down the magnolia lane could be 
Of English, fer th’ collidg teached seen a stalwart figure in uniform. 
Yung men turns owt that way. To fiy to meet him was the work of 
a hs an instant, and her head was nestled on 
¥ BS f° Kis / — gf But Ma— now shee don’t bothur none — his shoulder. 
ite, = J She punkchooates like this: Then she looked up quickly and asked: 
CVS ‘*Deer Min —I shood uf rote befoare — “Vou have joined the cause so dear 
But Anna Bela Bliss — to "my heart 2?” 
You kno hur —shees bin at the house “Yes, darling,” he answered, with a 
Thre weekes agow shee caim —”’ thrill of pride. 
Ma punkchooates disgraisful, but “Oh, Bud, how could you? Don’t you 
She gits their just the saim. know we ought to be on different sides, or 
Charles R. Barnes. we can never get into any of the six best 


sellingnovels ?” 


A FRENCH BALL. 


AUTHOR’sS Nore. —Owing to this unforseen 
denouement, it is impossible to carry the plot further 


NO INFORMATION. 


ia H*: you seen Professor Gabbleton, the scientist, lately ?” 


“Yes. I listened to him for more than an hour at the club CHRISTMAS SYMPATHY. 


last night.” | _gpomneoers I got a dreadful fall; —all these Christmas bundles of 
“Indeed! What was he talking about ?” yours! 
“He did n’t say.” HELEN.— Oh — Harold — did you fall on the bundles ? 





FEMININE FINANCE. 


GEOoRGE.— So your father scoffed at my being a broker, did he? And called me a curbstone jumping-jack. Well, 


what did you say to that? 
BEssIE.— Why, I told him plainly that what you saved in office rent a year would easily keep us in theater tickets. 


amiss 


? 


’tis not 


IA. 


THE EAST SIDE. 


If Santa Claus appears like this. 


In Jakey’s mind 


GEOR¢ 


ete expects to see ‘‘fo’ sho 


farse Santy at de cabin do’.” 


Lil P 


N 


Behold the type; 
He brings a pipe. 


Instead of toys, 


OF SANTA 
CHINATOWN. 


Of Santa here, 
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CONCEPTIONS 


Van; 


(\nd with him comes, of course, his ‘*man”’), 
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SMART SET. 


to Clive 


] 
JOKS 


THE 


BOSTON. 
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an 


Waldo in his dreams 


This is how old Santa seems 
lis thus he 


To little 
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¢ Ballad of Sir Jadpole. 





IR TADPOLE was an errant Knight when Chivalry began; 
His coat of mail was something patched, his bearded cheeks were tan, 


And at his knightly belt there swung a bright tomato can. 


Sir Tadpole sate at four cross roads and hummed a merry air, 
But as the noontide whistles blew his brow was lined with care; 


For in those days of errantry square meals were seldom square. 


Even as he sate the Knight observed a-coming down the path 
A merry Pastry Cook who walked more straightly than a lath. 
‘*I1 dream!” quoth Tadpole, ‘‘else that wight a picnic-basket hath. 


‘*Stop, stop, base varlet, where thou art!’’ Sir Tadpole upspake he, 
“‘Wouldst thou sans courtesy pass by a Knight of my degree?” 


The Pastry Cook according stopped and smiled facetiouslee. 


‘*Ha, ha! thou art a shopworn Knight and punk withal, good coz. 
Thou art not what thou say’st, thou art no more nor Never Woz — 
Thou mind’st me of the Scarecrow act from the Wizard of the Oz.” 


’ 


“True,” quoth the Knight, ‘‘my mail is patched —that thou mayest 
safely bet, 

But stay and I ’ll unfold a tale, the strangest ever yet 

Set down that heavy basket, man.’’ (The man the basket set.) 

‘‘Tho’ I may seem a seamy wight, a Knight of wealth T am. 

(Let ’s see what ’s in the basket here — gramercie! picnic ham! 


And do my knightly eyes deceive ?— can this be currant jam ?) 


‘*See’st thou yon castle on the hill whose gilded turrets shine ? 
A splendid piece of real estate, and it in sooth is mine. 


(Come, sit thee down, good knave, with me. ‘Together we will dine.) 


‘«T left that castle tower one day and vowed a mighty vow 
One year to wander in misfit mail and nothing eat, I trow.” 


(‘‘Odsblood!” remarked the Pastry Cook, ‘*but thou art eating now!”’) 


‘*My vow to fast and fare in rags was for a year, I say, 
But now I eat with conscience clean — my year is up to-day,” 
‘The basket ’s empty,’”’ quoth the Cook, ‘‘ where do I get my pay?” 


“Go seek,”’ Sir Tadpole proudly said, ‘‘my castle on yon hill; 
Go call my warder to the door and say with right good will 
That great Sir Tadpole sent you there for to collect a bill.” 


The Cook hath gone along, along for to collect his pay; 

Sir Tadpole sits at four cross roads and smiles as if to say, 

‘‘T wonder who /s living in that castle anyway?” 

Sir Tadpole seeth the Cook go up upon the crested hill. 

‘*T fain,”’ he saith, ‘‘would see the fun when he presents his bill — 


And yet, sith I have fed so well, I do not wish him ill.”’ 


And now Sir Tadpole hies him on along the highway rough, 

And now he laughs and now he sings — which showeth plain enough 

Even in those days the gentlest Knight could come the fiercest Bluff. 
Wallace Irwin. 
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THE PERSISTENT POET AND T 








small village. 


Postal Union, however, and Henry 
managed to keep in touch with one 
of the New York publishing houses. 
But I am anticipating. 


The Poet 


friends by the sobriquet of ‘“ Hang- 

on Henry,” for the reason that he 

never knew when to stop. ‘The wise 

man of the hamlet had sized up the Poet 

early in the latter’s career. *“ Henry,” the 
Sage remarked, “ has all the vices of his virtues. 
Perseverance, combined with discretion, is a 
good thing; otherwise, it may be pushed to an 


’ 


The county paper printed Henry’s produc- 
tions with avidity and said things about him 
editorially that enlarged his ambition. One bright 

morning, he gathered up sufficient courage and return 
postage and sent a poem to Scribbler’s Magazine. 
With it was a neat cir- 


In due course of time it came back. 


cular, in which the editor bitterly regretted the fact that he had to 
return the poem, the rejection of which was no reflection upon its 
literary merits, but simply meant that it was not suited for present 
The editor intimated that he was tickled to death to 
examine manuscripts, thanked the contributor for the privilege of 
reading this one, and hoped to hear from_him again. 

Now, all this was printed in a prize imitation of typewriting 
and could only be distinguished from a personal communication by 
the absence of raised places and on the reverse side. Henry did 
not know about this, among other things, and did not feel for 
pimples at the back of the periods and commas. He was not fam- 
iliar with printed forms of rejection, for the county paper had no 
So he took the form in deadly earnest and was 
fully persuaded that it was a personal letter, written directly to him- 
self. He was touched by the editor’s palpable grief at what the 
cruel inflexibility of present circumstances had forced him to do, and 
his plainly sincere desire to hear from his contributor again. But 
the phrase that stood out from all the rest like the gg cents in a 


publication. 


use for such things. 


PUCK 


HE PRINTED FORM. 


ENRY WAS a Poet. He resided in a 


The village was in the 


was known among his 


bargain sale advertisement, was ‘not suited for present publication.” 


“ Clearly,” thought Hang-on Henry, “this editor was prevented 


A MASTER 


Wovu.p-Be Cuorvus Girt.— Mamma says I sing beautifully. 


DECISION. 


the rest of the flat and I ‘ll engage you. 













THEATRICAL MANAGER.— Bring me a recommendation from 


come to hand, and, not seeing how he could improve its phrase- 


from using my Poem solely by some transient pressure which time ology, had duplicated it. He was a little bit disappointed to note 


may remove. 
He is also 
pained be- 
cause of this 
fact. It is my 
plain duty to 
give him 
another 
chance.” 
Henry 
waited a fort- 
night, to give 
Time an op- 
portunity to 
get in its 
work, and 
then remailed 
the Poem to 
the same 
magazine. He 
got it back in 
four days, 
this time, and 
was surprised 
to find that 
the editor had 
sent him an 
exact copy of 
his previous 
letter. He 
concluded, 
however, that 
the magazine 
man had 
thought that 
the first mis 
sive had not 


SAINT NICK 


so there is n’t 


TOMMY’S CHRISTMAS EVEMARE. 


.— You ’re the boy who ’s been saying there ’s no Santa Claus. 


for you! 





Well, 


that the edit- 
or was. still 
hampered by 
adverse con- 
ditions; 
waited three 
weeks, and 
then fired the 
poem back. 
The usual re- 
action ensu- 


ed, but Henry 


was not dis- 
couraged and 
kept up the 
game of bat- 
tledore and 
shuttlecock 
with unweari- 
edenergy. He 
did not know 
at what mo- 
menttheTime 
might be Ripe 
and he was 
determined 
that the Hour 
and the Poem 
should not be 
separated 
through any 
fault of his. 
When this 
had gone on 
for about 
three months, 
the editor 

























penned a small addenda to the Printed Form. 
« For heaven’s sake,” he wrote, ‘are you a 
blanked fool, or do you think we are?” 
But he wrote this on the inside of the 
folded slip and Henry never saw it. 

If he had, he would probably have 
made something encouraging out of 
it, for Henry was biased that way, 
and the editor was not a fine pen- 
man. Asa manufacturer of copper- 
plate script, Henry had him beaten 
several blocks. 


= 


Time passed on. Henry 
married and came to be sur- 
rounded by an _ interesting 
family. (Vide county paper, 
previously mentioned). ‘The 
Poem still vibrated between 
the original post-office ad- 
dresses and Henry was begin- 
ning to wonder if it was not, 
by that time, entitled to some 
kind of special postal rates. 
The Poet had worn out sixteen 
copies of it and had _ nearly 
bankrupted himself buying post- 
age stamps. ‘The Time seemed 
as far off from being Ripe as 
ever. 

One evening, Henry was out 
in the back yard, trying to split 
some stove-wood, without, at the 
same time, braining some member 
of the interesting family, at that 
moment in the act of surrounding 
him. While he was thus engaged, 
the postman came by and, calling 
Henry to the fence, handed him a 
letter. It bore the familiar postmark, but, somehow, 
did not feel like its predecessors. Henry opened it 
with trembling fingers. For the first time in weary 
years the Poem had failed to make the return trip. 
In its place was a check for ten dollars. A new 
editor had taken charge, who knew nothing about 
Hang-on Henry and still less about poetry. 

Henry, while pleased, was not surprised. 
along, that it was only a question of time. 
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A CHRISTMAS CERTAINTY. 


PETER.—I would give much if, like the olden kings, we could 


summon a court jester to speed our fun. 


WittiamM.—Don’t envy the monarchs, friend Peter. 


fools enough here before morning. 


He had known all 
He merely laid down 


his ax and went out and bought a new overcoat, of which he was 


sorely in need. 


This story impresses upon us the truth that you can hit some 
men with a pile driver and still not put them next; 


THE YELLOW PERIL. 


Ir 





and, furthermore, that 
when a man hasn’t sense 
enough to know when he 
is dead, he is liable to live 
a long while. 


Frank Preston Smart. 


PROHIBITIVE. 
oor Undt vy 
did n’t you climb 
Mont Blanc? Vos 
it on aggount of der 
dancher ? 
COHENSTEIN.— 
No. It vos because 
dem guides vanted 
to scharge like 
the devil! 


A 


superfluity. 


worD to the 


foolish is a 


KRIS KRINGLE 
was the night before Christmas when all thro’ 


’ 


FOOLED. 


There'll 


Not a creature was stirring, not even a rat; 
When down the tall chimney came Santy a-bound, 
Disgust on his face as he turned him around. 
Straight into the parlor in anger he went, 
And found a big placard, “This Flat is for Rent.” 


So 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Ew CoMEDIAN.—At liberty, old man ? 
don’t you break into vaudeville ? 
THE TRAGEDIAN (haughtily).— 1 have yet to 
disgrace the profession. 
‘Tue CoMEDIAN.— But you wouldn’t, dear boy. 


Get a couple of trained dogs and | ’ll bet a drink you 


make good! 


CHRISTENED. 


» Cone. 


Why 


be 


a 











the flat 


Ter in Holland, it is said,” grimly remarked the villager who 
had been rolled in the dust by a rampant pull-wagon, “they 
call an automobile a snellpaarelooszoondeerspoorwegpitroolriytung ; 


and, by thunder, so do | 


FAMILY GRAMMAR. 


—and I add a bam-dam-uality to it, too!” 


gig soneee Do you have trouble with “shall” and “ will?” 
Dickry.— Nope; my wife says “you shall,” and I say “I 


will.” 


is the Real Thing that has to prove its identity; the Clever Imitation 
twill pass without question anywhere. 
































WITH APOLOGIES TO THE CHRISTMAS HINT COLUMNS. 


Perey had rolled round again, and in recog- 
nition of the fact, Willie’s father presented to him a 
bright new silver twenty-five cent piece, with which to buy 
gifts for the family. 
Willie chortled with glee at his prize, and as he was but 
convalescent from measles, and so kept in the house, he set 
about devising some home-made gifts which should express his 
warm feeling for all concerned, without seriously disintegrating the 
quarter. He was a frugal child, despite the fact that he was the 
only son of a millionaire. 

He decided to keep his 
little tokens asa complete 
surprise, so that his 

moments of oper- 
ation were in those 
intervals when 
grandmother took 
her nap, or mother 
went to her bridge 
club, or sister was 
out Christmas shop- 
ping. 

Willie was a 
thoughtful lad and 
he remembered vividly 

a recent accident to his 
Q father’s cigar case. “TI will 
make Papa a new cigar 
case,” he caroled, as he 
climbed the attic stairs on 
a foraging expedition. 
There he found a sister’s 
riding boots, with — satin 
smooth tops of shining 
leather. Sister had but 
lately acquired these boots 
and she was fond of them. 
Willie thinking only of 
his father’s Christmas hap- 
piness, seized a pair of con- 
venient scissors and cut two 
pieces from the boot tops. 
These he joined neatly with 
library paste, stitching them 
across the top with red silk 
thread from mother’sbasket. 
Cost — nothing to Willie. 
Sister had said a day or 
two before that she would 
like a picture for her room, 
one large enough to fill a 
certain corner niche. Willie 
luckily recalled a book of 
engravings in his father’s 
collection of editions de 








of first proofs, and heavy to 
lift. But Willie, by patient 





luxe. It was a large volume METAPHOR. 


7 quickest way to get rich is not to get rich quick. 


industry, brought it at last to the library 
table, and with his trusty scissors, cut 
therefrom the portrait of a French queen. 
He then returned the book to the shelf, 
for order was one of Willie’s cardinal vir- 
tues. An attractive frame was secured 
for this picture in the attic. It originally 
contained a portrait of some deceased 
relative, but with tools from his handy 
chest, Willie removed this and placed 
instead the engraving. 
“The gift is small,” sang Willie, 
“but love is all.” 
Grandmother had lately lost her 
_ darning-ball, but Willie soon replaced 
this as a Christmas offering. A mahog- 
any davenport in the drawing-room was 
finished in richly polished knobs of the same wood. Willie deftly 
sawed one of these off, placing a pillow jauntily over the site of the 
missing ornament. With a piece of sandpaper he rubbed the sawed 
portion of the wood, and lo, a darning-ball as if by magic! 
Grandfather's pulse-warmers being worn out, Willie planned to 
surprise him with a new pair. These he cut from the lowest portion 
of mother’s new equestrian tights, which she had carelessly left with 
other purchases on the hall table. Wrapped in a bit of tissue paper 
and tied with a sprig of holly, they made a most acceptable gift. 
A dainty and unique calendar was fashioned for mother’s room. 
Willie covered the lid of a small biscuit-box with a square of grand- 
father’s flowered satin dressing- 
—— gown. ‘The industrious boy 
Wis y) pasted the cloth smoothly 
WY on the back and hid the raw 

SY} edges on the under side 
with a piece of father’s silk 
neckerchief. A tiny calen- 
dar, from grandmother's 
writing desk, was gummed 
to the right side, anda piece 
of the belt cord of the gown, 
secured through gimlet 
holes bored at the top, hung 
the pretty trifle. 

Thus we see, how a 
simple child, dependent en- 
tirely upon his own re- 
sources, may make Christ- 
mas happiness for a whole 
family and keep his quarter 
beside. Mary Ruth Locke. 





oMEhavethe artistic mis- 

fortune to write them- 

selves empty before the pub- 
lic has read itself full. 


lee when you are sure 
you are right, it is well 
enough to use some discre- 
tion about going ahead. 


|" is possible to be great 
without being conspicu- 
ous, but lots of folks would 
not think it worth while. 


Ws a woman will, she 
will. Man can only 
wait for the result to give 


him a chance to say “I told 
you so.” 


. | ‘HE fact that worry kills 
more than work merely 
shows another provision of 


‘¢Claribel, will you be my companion in life’s auto-race?”’ Nature for the survival of 
‘‘T should like to, Algernon, if you are sure the gasolene won’t give out.”’ the fittest. 
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It was ye bolde Knight Tristram, adventure seeking he; 
‘“‘Oho!” Knight Tristram chuckled, as he read what ’s on ye tree. 





YE EASIE MONIE. 











Il. 











‘By order of ye King,”’ quoth he, ‘‘I ‘ll pluck that same reward 


And add ye fearful lion to ye trophies of my sword.” 

















Alas! Ye steed of Tristram, Knight, was not so bolde by far; 
Before ye cave, he dropped ye Knight with somethynge of a jarre. 





IV. 








And at ye prostrate Tristram then ye savage lion sprang, 


And off ye steed did gallop, across ye fields, slamme-bange. 




















3ut Tristram, ever valiant, was a six-best-seller Knight. 
Behold his scheme ingenious and ye lion’s woeful plight. 











VI. 














' 3 


And when from out ye palace came ye King with train complete, 


Quoth Tristram: ‘‘ Here is where I find some coin upon ye street.” 
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ON THE AUTOBOGGAN § SLIDE. 





fi twould suit most of us better if the reward of wvirtue were payable in 
advance. 





THE GIFT. 


. WISH I ’d the money to spend 
Z -For a gift that would please Adelaide. 
Q ~-  ’T would be hard to get one she ’d com- 


She ’Il have gifts most artistic and rare. 


mend, 
For she’s such a spoiled, whimsical 


maid. 


I wish I ’d the money to spend 
For a girdle or comb for her hair. 


*T would be hard to get one she ‘d commend. 


I look in my purse with disgust, 
(She ‘ll have gifts most artistic and rare!) 
No tradesman a poet would trust 


For a girdle or comb for her hair! 


Past extravagance sadly I rue, 
I look in my purse with disgust. 

And I must send her something, ’t is true; 
No tradesman a poet would trust! 


I have nothing to send but my love, 
(Past extravagance sadly I rue.) 
There ’s naught else in my attic above, 


And I must send her something, ’t is true! 


With my heart as the case for the gift, \le G 
_ ss = oo {yy &- St 
(I have nothing to send but my love,) SSN \ 


I forward this shameful makeshift — 
There ’s naught else in my attic above! 
Harvey Peake. 


APPRECIATION. 


¥ the novel, the end was at hand. The heroine, indeed, was about 
to marry and begin living happily ever after. 

“One word,” said she, “before I go. 1 cannot let the oppor- 
tunity pass without expressing, albeit feebly, my appreciation of the 
unfailing courtesy of the publishers of this book. Not only have 


THE PROGRESS 
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A ONE-RING CIRCUS. 


Drops |4 


WHEN 


THE GROOM DOWN A REGISTER. 


they illustrated, and in many colors, all the things I have done, but 
they have arranged with the printers to have me do them in the 
pages opposite the pictures, thus enabling me to see how to do them 
right. Gentlemen, | thank you.” 

‘Hear, hear!” cried the hero, with the utmost cordiality. 

There were shouts of * Villain! Villain!” and the villain, after 
some hesitation, came forward and bowed, but begged to be excused 
from making any extended remarks, on the plea that he had care- 
lessly permitted himself to be foiled in a draft, and had taken cold. 


OF A CENTURY. 





1805. 
THE Maip.—I ’ve been in your service a month, Mistress. 
I trust my work pleases you. 





1905. 


THE MIsTRESS.— You ’ve been with us a month now, 


Maggie. I hope the place suits you. 












































TO RELIEVE THE SAG. 


HIANSEL.— My master supplies me with extra legs. 
GRETEI Well, I wish mene did. 
afl Tr, CUM LAUDE. 
se” it. o 
CFY me SING a certain worthy wight; Hlis soul has flown aloft, forsooth, 
‘ i) m, : : i i 
&) S % A man of blameless life; Saint Peter its confessor. 
0 (YY Most courteous and most polite He never shunned the open truth 
74 DA (Excepting toward his wife). (Except to the assessor ). 
Le) C7 
‘ * 7 . 7 f 
vy, a Ilis name with blessings folk discuss. 


Wea” ‘ 
= Alas, he’s passed away. 


A man exceeding generous 


(Save where it did n't pay) 


His province was to go and come So pause a bit, oh farer by, 


By honor well attended; These few brief lines to scan; 
With charity for all, (save some That you may live, and sometime die, 
Who had ’/mse/f offended) Like him, a model man. 


Edwin L. Sabin 


THE FOLLY OF YOUTH. 


“The Higliggenburger vs. 
Ramsbottom bull-calf case 


“ str!” triumphantly chortled the pin-feathered and but par- 
tially baked attorney with the pallid, overhanging brow. 


PUCK 


ASTRAA REDUX. 


UST the moment the Saturnian age was restored, people forthwith 
forgot how to read, and this, naturally, soon led to the redis- 
covery of the art of thinking. 
Of course affairs were plunged into 
confusion. On every hand men, 


women and _ children , & KG IAs, € 
were throwing off the WYP 


mental fatigue which 
had hitherto made a 
brisk market for musi- 
cal comedy and de- 
tective stories, with the 
result that numbers of 
bright persons were being 
forced to lay aside their 
pens and go to work. ‘The 
public could now listen to a 
sentence expressive of an idea 
without being bored; and clergy- 
men, finding it no longer possible 
to preach the same sermon more 
than twice a month without being 
caught at it, were demanding a 
raise in salary all along the line. 
But perhaps the most. startling 
innovation was in the study 
clubs, which now began, in a 
guarded way, to study some. A BAD CIGAR SIGN. 
There was still discontent, how- 
ever. Many, who had been led to believe that every day would be 
Sunday, declined to be satisfied unless the newspapers should get 
out seven comic supplements per week instead of one. Others, 
who understood that only the simple life was to be lived hence 
forth, insisted on notifying the police as often as any neighbor of 
theirs had waffles for breakfast. And it was the subject of no little 
unfavorable comment that there were as many schools of medicine, 
breakfast foods, and solutions of the labor problem as ever. 





THE MAIN GUY. 


” L' \OK HERE, sir!” snarled a hypercritical tourist, as he bounced 
out onto the porch of the tavern at Polkville, Ark. “This 

is the worst confounded apology for a hotel that it was ever my evil 
fortune to be com- 
pelled to pass a 


























has been dragging its 
weary length through the 
courts for the last half- 
dozen years or more, and 
yet I had not been act- 
ing for the defendant more 
than two weeks before I 
had brought about a settle- 
ment eminently satisfactory 
to both parties. What do 
you think of that, eh ?” 

“Young man,” sternly 
said the venerable advo- 
cate, “the next time you 
get a case I ’d advise you 
to consult a lawyer.” 








OFTEN SO. 


“J ACK and Mildred, be- 
fore they were mar- 
ried, were always quar- 
reling as to whether they 
would get an automobile 
or a horse and trap ?” 





‘I suppose, of course, 





night in! The 
table is bad, the 
help incompetent 
and insolent, and 
the cobs in the 
husk mattress 
have indented my 
back till it feels 
like the top side 
of a waffle! Who 
in thunder really 
runs this shack, 
anyhow ?” 
‘““Wa-al,” re- 
plied the landlord, 
slowly taking his 
feet down from 
the railing, ‘‘some- 
times the portet 
does, ’casionally 
I sawter try to, 
and now and ag’in 
some blankity- 
blanked, | half- 
baked son-of-this- 
and-that, from up 








Mildred finally had her AFTER THE QUARREL. North som’ers, 
way ?” TERENCE.— Kitty, will ye grant me wan requist befoore we part in comes along and 

* No; they compromised anger foriver? Mate me this toime Friday noight? runs it for me. 
on a baby-carnage.” Kitry.— Yis, Terence; I will. What say?” 











A” the other developments of civilization is the notable expansion of the 
near-artistic temperament since mechanical piano players became common. 




















AN OLD 





PRINT. 















. ie The , med « » om ~— an , n the long 
ENOUGH. rhe door opened, and he gz : oo and stood for moment In th kk ng 
corridor. Then he went to the window and gazed out at the scene that lay 
ALEB WINTERHOUSE, armed with a special per- before him like a panorama. He staggered back, almost swooning with the 
mit to roam, arose one morning and made his wave of nervous excitement that caught him as it rose up from below 
way gingerly out of the New England church- A door opened behind him and a man stepped out. 








yard where he had slept quietly for over 





two hundred years. 





As he stepped out into the road, he 





looked cautiously about him and then 





his lack-lustre eve was attracted by the 








gleam of two shining steel rails. 


‘*What can they be?”’ said Caleb 





Winterhouse to himself, meditatively. 








Even as he soliloquised, there was a rush 





and a whirr, and something passed by — 





something loaded down with women and chil- 








dren and men. Caleb gave a sepulchral gasp. 


‘Evidently,’ he muttered; ‘‘a good deal 








has happened since I left.”’ 
He waited. Inashort time, in the distance, 


he saw another object coming toward him. 





This time, however, he was prepared, and before 
it could get by, he had melted himself aboard and was being whizzed 
away rapidly to the next town. 

As he sped along he glanced upward and saw a long rod that 
extended to a wire overhead. 

**Can it be,”’ said Caleb, ‘‘that that slender rod holds up all these 
people or is this an invention of the devil himself?” 


He looked around at the strained unhappy faces of his fellow passen- 





gers. He noted the gloomy aspect of the officer in charge. 
‘*T am afraid,” said Caleb, ‘‘that things have not improved.” 
In a short time he found himself in the town where he had died, 
now a populous city. In front of him towered a tall building. 


‘I will enter,” said Caleb. “I have faced death before. What matters 
now ?”’ 


A boy, also dressed in uniform, stood lounging in what was apparently 


a cage, with a wire door. Inside was a comfortable sofa. THE CHANCE OF HIS LIFE. 
‘Tam weary,” said Caleb. ‘‘ That hasty ride made me very tired. I will rest.” SANTA CLAUS.— Son, I’m getting old. Beginning with this 
‘‘Express to the 25th floor,’’ said the boy. Christmas, I wish you ’d take the business off my hands, 
Suddenly Caleb was conscious of an upward movement His E1..pest.— Well, I'll tell you what I ‘Il do, Pop. Re 
‘*Can this be.”” he murmured, ‘‘a modern route to Heaven? Surely we organize into a stock company, give me 50,000 shares and I'l] float 


sleepers are being forestalled.” the rest of it for you in Wall Street. 






















EPILOGUE. 


And march the marionnettes away. 
With ballad, jingle, story. jest, 
We ‘ve tried to do our level best; 


Lights out! So ends our Christmas play, 


Well paid with smiles, content to know 
You have found pleasure in our show 


PUCK 


Caleb started to address him, forgetting for the nonce that he was not visible, but the 
man had already gone. It was twelve o’clock, and he was running like mad to get a sand- 
wich and a piece of pie by dropping ten cents into a slot. 
Caleb gazed through the open door and saw inside a man talking at a hole in the wall 
which projected outward in a wooden case. 
‘‘ Apparently,” said Caleb, ‘‘the fools are not all dead yet.” 
He listened. 
‘Is this Chicago?” said the man, into the hole. The answer that he got seemed to 
satisfy him, and he jabbered away for some moments like any well-developed maniac. 
Caleb shuddered and floated down stairs. . 
He passed out into the street again and walked along curiously. There was a 
crowd of people in front of a window. In the window was what seemed to Caleb 
to be an overgrown fog horn. He followed the crowd inside. 
The fog horn was talking to itself. It sang. Then it played music. 
Then it screeched. 
‘“‘Ha, ha!’ said Caleb. ‘‘Their lunacy has overflowed. Not satisfied 
with trying it on themselves, they have extended it to inanimate objects.” 
Again he went out into the street and stood there irresolutely for a few 
moments watching the hurrying crowd. Then, impelled by a rush of swift 
resolution, he turned and fled—fled as fast as his osseous legs would carry 
him out through the suburbs, back, back to his good old home 
As he came within sight of its granite decorated mounds, he looked 
toward it with grateful vision. Then he stood in the road for a moment with 
contemplative air, and was about to give expression to his feelings by a short 
apostrophe to all the heterogeneous conglomeration of confusion that lay back 
of him 
When, suddenly, without an instant’s warning, a huge object bore down 
upon him with a terrible snort and awful whirr and a most uncanny smell. 
In front of it sat a fiend, whose face was covered with a goggly mask. 
With the swiftness of lightning it had run right through the petrified 
form of this ancient spectator of a past age. 
He waited no longer, but sprang over the fence and plunged precipitately 
into his welcome grave. 
‘*Thank Heaven!” he murmured, with a satisfied sigh, ‘‘that I can now 
take another long rest.” 
Tom Masson. 



























































Cf WHAS THE A 
| STRENGTH OF | 
| BIBRALTAR | 


to brighten thousands of homes has been a Life 
Insurance Policy in The Prudential. Are you willing 
to look around the bountiful Christmas table and 
know that you haven’t saved a cent against the day 
when your family may be sitting there without you? 


Now is the time to act. Secure a Prudential 
policy and hand it to the wife and family at Christ- 


mas dinner. It will be the best Christmas you have 
ever enjoyed. 
Write for Plans and Payments today, to Dept. P. 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


Insurance Company of America 


INCORPORATED AS A STOCK COMPANY BY THE STATE OF NEW JERSEY 





JOHN F. DRYDEN, Prest. Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. 


























LIQUEUR 


PERES CHARTREUX 







GREEN RARE 
AND PIQUANT 
YELLOW FLAVOR 


















Liqueur 


A TARGA 


res Chartres 


MBRIQUEE 








This famous Cordial, known as Char- 
treuse, has for centuries been the pre- 
ferred after-dinner liqueur of Polite 
Society. 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
satjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, am 
Sole Agents for United States. 
































—— WILSIIN 


Thats All! 


EpiTor.—Sorry, my boy, but I can’t use a serial at present. 


One of the most thoughtful and acceptable 
presents is a barrel (containing 10 doz, bottles) 


Evan: 


Ale 


The true beverage with which to promote the 
| of Christmas and oil the hinges of friendship. 
Any dealer Anywhere. €. H, EVANS & SONS, H 














IN BOSTON. | 

HE Hosress.— Would you like a little | - genius is merely a capacity f 

Bach before dinner ? | 1 many of us would be satisfied 
Guest (from Milwaukee ).— Thank | ability to get along without it. 

you, yes. I had two on my way here, | - 

but I guess I can stand another. 





Mrs. WINSLOW’s SOOTHING SYRUP has deen us 
— SIXTY YEARS by MILLIONS OF MOTHERS. 
If SOOTHES THE CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS 

all PAIN: CURES WIND COLIC, and is the best r 
DIARRHGA. 


REPARTEE. 


POLICEMAN.— There js no sleep- Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Winslow's Soothing S 


take no other kind. 25 cents a bottle. 


Then Tm RE is nothing that makes o1 
popular as paying one’s debts, 

paying one’s debts involves eco! 

| other directions, and economy inot! 


NECESSARILY LONG. | tions invarably ye one as a shi 


Pigeon Here’s a timely | 
article that ought to go all right | 
—* What College Boys Drink.” 
Epiror.— Went into the matter 
thorouglily, did you ? 
ConTRIBUTOR.— Sure ! 


ing allowed here! 
TRAMP. — There ain't? 


what are vou doing here? 





It not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
able polish to all metals,but the polish 


wood while cleaning them. 25c ] lb box 
gists and dealers. ante 2c stamp for sample to 
William Hoffman, 295 


Xmas Tip 


For Over Sixty Years _ 


| 
| 
| CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING. with PERFECY =U 
| ALLAY8 


Sold by Druggists in every part of t\\+ world 


ip,” and 


* SO Un- 


‘rdirec- 
rt skate, 


Bar Keepers Friend 


las‘s, it wilishine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 
For sale b % 


E. Washington St., Indianapolis, 
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PERE AS 


f Duck's New 
Christmas Card 


Those of our readers who, in former years, have made their 
friends a CHRISTMAS PRESENT of a year’s Subscription to PUCk, 
will be glad to learn that we have a New Presentation Card this 
vear. It is designed by the well-known artist, Mr. F. A. Nankivell, 
and is a beautiful example of color-printing. 


* The Best Christmas Present= 
A Year’s Subscription to Puck and 
% Puck’s Christmas Card 


Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a year’s subscription 
to Puck as A SUITABLE CHRISTMAS PRESENT, but have refrained from 
giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the presentation. The usual 
plan has been to present a receipted bill. from the publishers; but as this 
is like putting the price-mark on a present, that plan has never been 
popular. It remained for Puck to overcome this difficulty. If you desire 
to present a subscription to Puck to anybody, send us Five Dollars, and 
$y his (or her) name and address, which will be entered in our Subscription 
book for one year, and receive from us by return of mail a Card, of 


which the above reduced sketch gives the design in outline. 








Se 


Tay Xess win & 
Witt Blow TY You “Y 
Aoirt taat’s sure 
To ae 10 You 
Trt. weere YEAR ROUND, 
Awo wet Bt Bound 
“Twin wot uct Time seem stew Te You 


This card, (size 714x534 inches,) printed in five colors and goli, 
is truly a work of art, worthy of a place in an album, or to Be frame: 
thus being a perpetual reminder of the giver. ‘The names of the give! 


and receiver are printed on the card as indicated. 


Now, here is something tangible to give; 
To send by mail to distant dear ones; 
To put in the stocking, or to lay under the Xmas tree. 


Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the wa) 
comes in a fine envelope), nor for the printing in of the names; 0! 
only aim is to show our friends a unique way of making A SUITABLE 


CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Address, PUCK, New York. 
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law and is bottled under direct supervision of 
“ig bears U. S. Treasury Dept’s “GREEN STAMP”— 
age and purity. Avoid Whiskies Not Guaranteed by U. S. 


Sunny Brook Distillery Co., Jetierson County, Ky. 





Distinctly the connoisseur’s favorite. 


“THE BEST IN THE HOUSE” 


Garrick Club 


Rye Whiskey 


Alfred E. Norris &8 Co., Proprietors, Philadelphia 
















BRIGHTON 


Flat Clasp Garter 


for solid comtort. The newest shades and designs 
of one piece, silk web. 
cannot rust. 25 cents a pair, all dealers or by mail. 
PIONEER SUSPENDER CO., 718 Market St., Philadelphia, 


All metal parts nickeled, 


Makers of Pioneer Suspenders. 











New Orleans 
Water 
Route 


Southern Pacific elegant passenger ships weekly 
etween New York and New Orleans, 

Irom New York every Wednesday at noon, 
riving New Orleans following Monday morning. 

Berth and meals included in rate. 


FAST TIME 
SUPERB SERVICE 
EXCELLENT CUISINE 


« Connecting at New Orleans with 


SOUTHERN 
PACIFIC 


rail lines for all points in 


Louisiana, Texas, Mexico, Arizona 


¢ 1 Broadway 
Syracuse, 129 South Franklin St. 





California 
INQUIRE 
Boston, Washington St. Philadelphia, 632 Chestnut St. 
New Yorl:, § 349 Broadway Baltimore, Piper Building, 


Baltimore St. 















Though nothing suc- 
ceeds like success yet suc- 
cess and merit are not al- 
ways synonymous. It is 
the double distinction of 
Jaeger Underwear that. it 
spells both. Imitations in 
plenty attest its success. 
Physicians everywhere 
certify its merits. 


Explanatory Catalogue free, 
also Samples. 








Dr. Jaeger’s 8. W. 8. Co.’s Own Stores 
New York: 306 Fifth Ave.; 157 Broadway, 
Brooklyn: 504 Fulton St. Boston: 228 Boylston St. 
Phila.: 1510 Chestnut St. Chicago: 82 State St. 
Agents in AU Principal Cities, 




























THE NEXT STEP. 


THE FIELD Mouse.— Hello, Doc! 
OLp Dr. STorK.— Pretty darn slow. 





| cided to give trading stamps. 
CHECKED. Nothing will quicker revolutionize the system and 


| PoRTER.— Where 

| are your trunks? 

| BURLESQUE 
QUEEN. —In my 

| handbag. 


A RARA AVIS. 


| 
| 
| ‘“‘That man is a 
singular contradic- 
tion.” 

**How?” 

‘‘He’s a dyspep- 


tic optimist.” 


TRYING to be all 
things to all men not 
infrequently results 
in not being much 
of anything to any 





‘man. 





put new life into it, than Abbott's Angostura Bitters. 
At druggists and grocers. 








“SUPPOSE I DIE” 


We have helped the people to answer 
that question for half a century or more; to 
make provision for their survivors. We do 
more: We assist men in making provision 
for their old age, when the money produc- 
ing power is waning. Get our free booklet, 
“The How and the Why.” It brushes 
cobwebs from tne brain. 


PENN MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE CO., 
921-923-925 Chestaut Street, Philadelphia. 














You will find a good many more 


people who will agree that life is not 
worth living than who will quit try- 
ing. 





How ’s business ? 
In fact, I ’ve about de- 


STATUS. 
‘‘He has always 
been a great 
derer, has n’t he!” 
“Yes, in his 
mind.”’ 


SWINDLE 
‘* What kind of a 


business does he} 
run?” } 

‘*Oh, some sort of 
a get - tainted - quick 
scheme ” 





WE might get rid 
of some of our 
handicaps with less | 
trouble than it takes 
}to carry them, 


wan- | 


“Qh, grueling!” 


When the appetite is a ‘“‘little off’ and 
nothing ‘‘tastes good'’—try a dash or two 


of Tabasco on your food. Only be sure it’s 
Mclihenny’s—the original—in use half a 
century. A potent aid to digestion. 

It makes more palatable—salads,soups,roasts, 
fish, eggs, oysters, gravies, etc. The house- 
wife will find hundreds of uses for Mclihenny’s. 
Write for book of recipes—sent upon request. 
McILHENNY’S TABASCO, New Iberia, La, 








- THE DIET CURE. 


“For two years, now, I ’we been 


fighting dyspepsia.” 


“ Hard fight ?” 











THE 
“WHITEST” 
COLLAR 
MADE 


TRADE 
MARK 






LINEN 


15¢ 
EACH 


(ROYAL 33) 


iF YOUR DEALER WONT 
SUPPLY YOU, WRITE US 
EMIGH & STRAUB-Dept C-C.TROY, NY 
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Rno other Wine xe 


eRBANA Wikt COMPANY Can gem | 
‘3 Ursawa, N.Y. | and, 
Pe R \Special Dry | 
ALL LEADING GROCERS | “= 4 @ ya 

t MERCHANTS. . 










CAME INTO HIS OWN. 


inventing new drinks ? 


. | ‘HE SHOE DrumMMER.— What became of that clever bartender who was always | 


THe Horet Proprigetor.— That chap’s drawing his little five thousand a | 

















UNDOUBTEDLY. 


THE Arrist.— Didn't you wish to be done in 


oil ? 


THE SuBJECT.— Well—er—I only thought, 


you see, that Id be more at home in water. 





year now. 
‘THE SHOE DRUMMER.— Gee! What 
doing ? 

















head-mixer for a big patent medicine 


company. for any man 
JUST AS IT WAS. An Iver Johnson Re- 
ese Gates nsiles teins o enki volver assures double 
‘| HE Sultan marries twice a week; safety—not only in the 
He can — he is so sinister, ordinary sense of pro- 


: ere ara . tection, but safety 
lf the minister won’t hang him up, against accident. It is 


He just hangs up the minister. the only revolver with 
our patented safety . 
lever, which makes it possible to 


HE WANTED TO KNOW. 


would have felt in a den of Daniels ?” 


M** CLUBWOMAN.— All the lectur- 
ing in the world does n’t seem to MA Hammer, $5.00 
= » $5. 








get along better, dear, if you spent your 
time mending his clothes instead of his 
ways 


THE Horet PRroprietor.— He ’s A Safe Gift ? 





oe 
: BS 


* Paw” ‘‘Hammer the Hammer’”’ 


y . ” 

“Well, my son ? , of a loaded Iver Johnson Safety Automatic Revolver without 
‘“‘Paw, how do you suppose a lion its going off. There is always a space between the revolver 
hammer and firing-pin which only our safety-lever can fill. 
That never happens until you actually pull the trigger. 


UNPROFITABLE WORK. No Fear of Accidental Discharge 
but when you do pull ihe trigger, it never fails. 
Our booklet, ‘‘Shots,” and handsome catalogue will be sent free on request. 


Hammerless, $6.00 


oe husband -— For sale by all hardware and sporting goods dealers. Be sure 
Mrs. HoMesopy.— Perhaps you ’d our name is on the barrel and the ovel’s head on the grip. 


Iver Johnson’s Arms and Cycle Works, 162 River St., Fitchburg, Mass. 


New YorkE OFFIce: 99 Chambers Street 
Makers of Iver Johnson Bicycles and Single Barrel Shotguns 


WELL PICKLED. 
“wer did Colonel Costic mean 


when he said that Lawyer Lush 
always came into court with his argu- 


| ments preserved in alcohol ?” 


“Merely that he carried them in his 
mind.” 
TAINTED MONEY. 
Bp in limbo, looked up at the 
saints rejoicing over him, and 
confessed himself puzzled. 
‘Seems to me,” he said, “the laugh’s 


| on them, rather than me. For assuredly 


they can’t come down here and touch 


| me for subscriptions.” 





SUFFICIENT PRAISE. 


ne understand your wife is 
pretty literary ? 

BARKER.— Well, she can read Henry 
James in the original without a pause! 


po women seem to regard house- 
work with the same degree of 
aversion a man does the workhouse. 













I. W. Harper 
Rye. 


“On Every Tongue.” 


Pure and fragrant; rich and 
mellowed by old age; it warms 
the cockles of the heart with 
the spirit of good cheer and the 
essence of good fellowship. The 
best whiskey for all uses. Sold 
by leading dealers everywhere. 



























NOT ANXIOUS TO ‘PLEASE. 
phages, Boreas, if you keep 
on blowing like that you ’ll get 
yourself disliked. 
Boreas.— What do I care! It isn’t 
my business to furnish popular airs. 


PART OF THE BUSINESS. 
“ D° YOU ever really sell goods below 
cost ?” asked his friend. 
“Sometimes,” replied the drygoods 
man. “In our line we have to hunt 
the bargain hunters.” 


NUMBERS. 
“M** nice girls in your town?” 
asked the new arrival, as he 
wrote down his name. 


‘Too numerous to men shun!” re- 
plied the clerk, airily. 
HIS STATUS. 
6s E makes it his business in life to 


borrow every cent he can get, 
and straightway drink it up.” 
“Yes; the fellow is a professional 
colonel.” 














The Supreme _ | 
After-Dinner Cordial 


Lasie Ligue Distrteres 
antimsTROM BROS 
CNCINMATLUS® 





LIQUEUR EAGLETTE 
An especially fine American product, 
acknowledged by connoisseurs to be un- 
equalled here or abroad. As a delicious 
aid to digestion, and a cordial ©! delight 
ful flavor, it is without a rival. A fitting 
finale to any feast. 
EAGLE LIQUEUR DISTILLERIES | 
Rheinstrom Bros. Cincinnati. U, Sm 
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YE TAYLE OF ST. GEORGE & YE DRAGONE. 





NCE uponne a tyme, my children, there lyved inne 
thys Kingdome a Dragone so terryble thatte none 
dyred toe approache hym or toe fyte hym tho’ he 
was wonte to come forth & to wayste ye fieldes & 
toe carrie offe ye most beautifulle maidenes, so 
thatte ye Kingdome was sorely strickened. 

& the Kinge hadde a daughter so fayre thatte 
toe looke upon her one must weare smoked glyses 
& she was goode as she was fayre, so thatte whyn 
ye Dragon seized her & dragged her to hys lyre 






















inne ye forreste there was much gryf. 

“Send ye swyftly to Englande,” ye Kinge 
mman led; “for thyre dwells ye St. George, who isse a regular lu-lu offe a 
)ragone slaier, & praye hym hasten hyther thatte the Dragone may be slayne & 
e Princesse rescued.” 

So ‘heye came swyftly to Englande to ye playse where ye St. George lyves, 


saving : 

«Comme swyftly & kylle ye Dragone thatte none eyls dyre approache 
rfyte, | atte the beautifulle Princesse mai be saved.” 

Bure ye St. George was fyling grouchie, and gave theme we glassie ie. 

«(:lds-bodikins, whatte ’s the usse ?” hyee demanded. “The Carnegie 
Heroe | innde won’t be started for two thousande years vaiat” 

Emmett Hall. 
HEADS. 
Hol!) —and it is a great truth snatched white-hot out of the furnace of 


painful experience”-—said the grizzled widower, “that one head on a 


man’s shoulder is better than two.” 


But. then, you know, it is not so easy to be right as to be prejudiced. 


POLITE. 
HOUGH Time and ‘Tide on no man wait, 
At least ’t is true of these, 
They don’t insult him at the gate 
And yell “Step lively, please!” 


SEEMINGLY NOT. 


iw have some china that has been in the family for years.” 


Indeed? Have n’t they any servants ?” 














APPEALING TO HER TASTE. 


CLARENCE COONLEY.— Jes’ write me half-a-dozen ob dem callin’ cahds 
wif green ink on red cahds. 





!'HE PENMAN.— Rather a startling combination, ain’t it? 

CLARENCE COONLEY.—Glad yo’ think so. Y”’ see, I’m a-goin’ to call on 
& young lady who weahs an autymobile veil wif a yachtin’ cap an’ I wants teh 
appeah congenial. 


WILLIAMS *scap 


«The Only Kind 
That Won’t Smart or Dry on Your Face” 


THE MAN IN THE MOON. 


Of course he uses Williams’ Shaving Soap. So 
does every man who wishes to be ‘‘A shining 
light in the world” and shave with the greatest 

ease, comfort and safety. 
vee SHAVING STICKS, SHAVING TABLETS. } 
ATERS, TOILE 


ies POWDER, JERSEY CREAM 
, ETC., SOLD EVERYWHERE. 





Williams’ Shaving Stick (Trial Size) sent on receipt of 4c. in stamps 


Write for our Booklet, ** The Shaver's Guide and Correct Dress for 
all Occasions.” It's FREE 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. 











A Burlesque Historical Novel 





Monsieur d’en 
Brochette 


by the Humorous Syndicate 
JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 
ARTHUR HAMILTON FOLWELL 
and BERT LESTON TAYLOR 


29 full-page Illustrations by FRANK A. NANKIVELL 


= “= 

This ‘“ historical’? account of cer ‘*Monsieur D'En Brochette is a 
tain of the adventures of Huevos Pa capital travesty of the romances of 
sada Par Agua, Marquis of Pollio the sword by American imitators of 
Grille, and Count of Pate de Foie Alexandre Dumas which have been 
Gras, is a clever and amusing burles- so numerous and popular in the last 
que on the novel of histrio—adven- few years. The satire is keen and 
ture. Weconsider it strange it has even the victims cannot fail to ad 
not been done before, but it is cer- mire the skill with which the sharp 
tainly well done now. thrusts are given 

—Detroit Free Press. The Cleveland Plain Dealer 


The adventures which Robert Gas- 
ton de Launay Alphonse, Marquis of 
Pollio Grille, Count of Pate de Foie 
Gras, and Much Else Besides, suc- 
ceedsin crowding into the short space 
of forty-eight hours are astounding. 

—Loutsvilie Courter-Journal 


PRICE Uc Biting ONE DOLLAR 





All Booksellers, or mailed anywhere on receipt 
wh ciated PUCK, New York 























““WORTH LOOKING INTO” 


is the marvelous little Gillette Safety Razor. A unique and practical device made 
for the comfort of menu who shave. Its friends are degion and its success is phe- 
nomenal, Hundreds of thousands in use. It’s a real pleasure to give a ‘'Gillette”’ 
to a friend who shaves, for his pleasure and comfort will be like the “Gillette”’ 
itself — everlasting. 
STANDARD SET—TRIPLE SILVER-PLATED HOLDER 
SPECIAL SET—QUADRUPLE COLD-PLATED HOLDER 


In Velvet-Lined Cases 


Hiner ne of te above mses e= IDEAL HOLIDAY GIFT 

nF ay oes. Each Razor Set has 12 thin, flexible, highly 
tempered, and keen double-edged blades. 
These blades are sharpened and ground by 
a secret process, 


| 12 NEW DOUBLE-EDGED BLADES, $1.00 


24 Sharp Edges. Each Blade giving from 
20 to 40 Smooth and Delightful Shaves. 


Exact size of a Gillette blade. NO HONING—NO STROPPING 

Ask your dealer for the ‘‘Gillette.” Accept no substitute, He can pro- 

cure it for you, 

WARNING! ‘The Gillette Patent No. 775,134 covers all razors having a 

thin detachable blade requiring means for holding and stiffening, but 

not requiring stropping or bonlag by the user. Beware of infringements. 
Write to-day for our interesting booklet which explains our 30-day Free 
Trial Offer. Most dealers make this offer ; if yours does not, we will. 

CILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 
1162 Times Building, 42d Street and Broadway, NEW YORK 


Gillette sty 






















WORD PLAYS: PLEASANT AND UNPLEASANT. 
[PREFACE: I think it s decidedly good.— THE AUTHOR. | 


1 asec tendency ’s becoming something awful, 

Everybody ’s worshiping or knocking G. Bernard, 
Papers, periodicals and even books are Shawfull, 
Shawdy aristocrary can quote him by the yard. 


Spincer was an Irishman, so was R-rober-rt Immit, 
(’Scuse undooley dialect, it sort o’ seems to fit) 

Shaw has got ’em buffaloed, Shaw ’s the farthest limit, 
Shaw is I and thou and he and she and they and It. 


Gibson, Ibsen, Maeterlinck, Fitch and Ade—and most all 
Idols in the yellow light soon get in the dark. 

Fame ’s about as lasting as a souveniry postal 
Also as desirable, [ hasten to remark. 


Aladdin’s lamp burns brilliantly — but o, it has a bad wick! 
(Nother way of saying Popularity is dross) ; 

Where is Nannie Patterson? Where is Cassie Chadwick? 
Where —and Echo answers not — where is Charlie Ross? 


Up and at it, G. Bernard! Make it while the sun ’s out! 
Epigram and paradox as quickly as you can! 

All the sharpest shooters have their little maxim guns out. 
Give ’em Man and Anticontransubpresuperman! 


[AFTWORD: Not so good, after all.— THE AUTHOR. | 
Franklin P. Adams. 


HIS LITTLE MISCONCEPTION. 


ete Honk (emphatically ).— Tell ye what,—by heck!— if these ’ere 
unscrupulous plutocrats, that are robbin’ the people right and left, like a 
feller sowin’ oats broadcast, only opposite—that is, they rake in just as unani- 
mously, and from all p’ints of the compass, as he scatters—you ketch what] 
mean, don’t ye, Hozy?” 

FARMER STACKRIDER (calmly ).—D’ know ’s I du, exactly, Adr’an; but 
go right ahead, same as if I did, and mebby I ’ll arrive on the last load, as the 
sayin’ is. 

FARMER Honk.—What I’m gittin’ at is that if the law can’t touch them 
scoundrels, they ort—by the livin’ hick’ry!— to be astrocized, every blasted 
one of ’em! ' 

FARMER STACKRIDER (mildly ).— That ’s all right, and I don’t think any 
better of ’em than you do; but, still, if all of ’em was to be ’pears to me the 
doctors would n’t have no time to attend to such of the rest of us as was really 
sick and wantin’ ’em. 


HIS ALTAS. 


. ZIMRI (who reads and ponders ).— Paw, what is apathy? 
FARMER Honk.—Apathy? Aw, that’s just the Latin in name fora 
hired man — his Ananias, you might say. 
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ENTERPRISE. 


See the actress. Not only does she carry with her two maids, two dressers, a PHYSICIAN. — Fake nothing, — for 
chaperone and a chauffeur, but her own private thief to steal her jewels occasionally. several months. 
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Neither blended 
nor’ compounded. 


Just absolutely pure 


Arpeat THE MEDICO’S SUGGESTION. 


ee 
M* Hitremup. — What shall ! 
take, doctor, to remove this 
redness of the nose ? 





ALTERNATIVE. 
rs. NewricH. — Oh, Pa, you must n’t eat with your knife. 
Newricu.— What do you want me to use? A razor? 





































THE VERY BEST! 
THE ORIGINAL ISSUES OF IT LIFTS YOU ABOVE THE CARES OF LIFE 


wera CHristnas Double Numbers 


For the CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS OF 1905 
NOW READY! 


Price | Price 
The Uondon Graphic . $0.50 | Gentlewoman - « « SSO 
Illustrated London News . .50 Lady's Pictorial . . , . .50 
Pears’ Annual . . . . .35| Paris Illustre , . . . . .75 
Black & White . . . . .50)| Le Figaro Ilustre, Fogiish Text . 1,00 | 
Holl, Leaves... . . . . .50/ Le Figaro Hlustre, French Text . 1.00 
Sketch . 20) £0 Goa, eee | FS 


THESE CHRISTMAS NUMBERS 
ARE THE FINEST IN THE WORLD. 
hey should be ordered without delay, as there will be NO SECOND EDITIONS. 








ALL NEWSDEALERS AND P py Best flavor 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, sit S because 
timporters and Exporters of Subscriptions received for . ) A it is the 
Newspapers, Periodicals and Books. any Periodical, foreign or domestic. 4 
Nos. 83 & 85 Duane St. (One Door East of Broadway) New York. ww : ly Best 
— . . FA ' Whiskey 
AT LEAST THE OFFICIAL THINKS SO. 


> 


F' r-YEAR-OLD SON Father, this paper speaks of * untold” wealth. What 
oes that mean? 











these ’er | ATHER.—* Untoid wealth,” my son, is what most of us have when the 
{ se ere 7 
sage xX assessor Comes around. 
left, like a - 
as unani- CLOTHING. 
tch what I . ’ naa TOE Y E WH [SREY 
3 RABELLA Marie de Voss Crichton, 
lr’an: b Let her put what glad clothing she might on, is aged in charred casks, in warehouses ficoded with sunshine, distilled from best Northern rye, 
Gran; but Persons vet will declare selected by a member of the firm, and purest water from wells s sun k hundreds of feet into solid 
ad, as the \ d ’ f 1 “ limestone. Goes to the heart, not tothe head. ** //'s up fv you 
j > . a: oe a 
a eee ae ; Ferdinand Westheimer @ Sons, cincianati, 0., Louisville, Ky., St. Joseph, Mo, 
suit ties Is none whom ’t would look more a fright on.” 
ry blasted reer a ——— a — 
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Puck’s Suggestions for Christmas 


= —TO SUIT ALL PURSES 


name fora 














For Lovers of Art | | For Lovers of Books| | For Lovers of Fun 


The PUCK Bunner’s Short A Year’s Subscription to 
Proofs Stories PUCK 


A fifty-two weeks’ feast of Humorous Pictures, 
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Stories and Witticisms. 
PHOTOGRAVURES SHORT SIXES With CHRISTMAS CARD in Colors and Gold, 
by “O'Neill,” Stuart Travis, THE RUNAWAY BROWNS containing Name of Receiver and Giver. 
Gordon H. Grant, J. S. Pughe, MADE IN FRANCE $5.00 
and other artists whose work MORE SHORT SIXES He 
appears in PUCK. A Unique THE SUBURBAN SAGE A Year’s Subscription to 
i P ’ 
oe San By H. C. BUNNER. Fully Illustrated. P u ck’ S Li b rar. td 
(Monthly 
alo ae PURE FUN. NO POLITICS. 
, Price, One Dollar The Set of Five Volumes ee 
2d. Each In Paper, $2.50 In Cloth, $5.00 $1.00 
ure 
ESTION. 
at nal I e 
ee w Send in Your Orders Now! Address PUCK, New York 
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[f itisn’t an Eastman, it isn’t a Kodak 


Drawn tor Eastman Kodak Co. by Alonzo Kimball 


on the tree; then Kodak pictures of the tree; pictures of 


the baby, of grandmother, of the Christmas house party— 
all help to keep green the ChristmaS memories. 


Kodaks, $5.00 to $108.00. Brownies, $1.00 to $9.00. 


EASTMAN KODAK CoO. 
pn mail Rochester, N. Wee The Kodak City 


SEAMAN 





